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REMARKS. 


tfljr  Jforrst  0rarlc. 

A  theatrical  critic  now-a-days  is  no  sinecure — Major 
and  Minor— north,  south,  east,  and  west— he  has  to  per¬ 
ambulate  every  quarter,  though  he  never  gets  il — if,  in 
the  performance  of  his  duty,  he  finds  it  impossible  to  be 
in  hal f-a-d ozen  places  at  the  same  moment.  Independent 
ot  these  ubiquitarian  calls,  for  ‘  Nature  s  sweet  restorer 
balmy  sleep,”  what  opportunities  has  he?  For,  if  by 
some  chance  he  miss  his  accustomed  nap  during  the  per  ¬ 
formance,  his  critical  vigils  put  Somnus  to  flight ;  while 
his  morning  dreams — 

“  Melkought  t  heard  a  voice  cry— sleep  no  more  1” 

are  sure  to  be  disturbed  by  the  hoarse  vociferations  of 
the  printer’s  devil,  bawling  that  he  keeps  the  press  ! 
though,  God  bless  the  mark,  the  press  never  keeps  him. 
How  different  were  the  days  of  the  famous  Polander ; 
the  celebrated  Mr.  Maddox  ;  and  Signior  Spinacuta  and 
his  monkey.  Relieved  by  the  curious  and  uncommon 
performance  of  these  theatrical  adepts,  a  pantomime 
and  a  brace  of  burlettas  were  quite  sufficient  to  carry  a 
minor  season  through  triumphantly.  But,  now',  “  ano¬ 
ther  and  another  still  succeed,”  till  their  very  names 
become  a  tax  on  our  recollection;  whereas  the  dramas 
of  olden  time — either  from  their  more  lasting  materials, 
or  from  the  enthusiasm  of  youth,  which  views  pleasure 
through  its  brightest  medium,  are  indelibly  stamped  on 
our  memory.  How  joyously  did  we  recreate  in  that 
rural  vicinity  of  “  Sadler’s  sweet  Wells,”  the  ancient  Spa 
Gardens,  with  their  chalybeate  spring;  now  torn,  de¬ 
faced,  cheated  of  their  fair  proportion,  and  doomed  to  a 
brick -and -mortary  end.  How  watched  we  the  dial  till 

the  hand  pointed  to  the  hour  when  Joe  Grim-all-day 
should  redeem  his  promise  by  making  us  merry  at  night. 
Then  the  pantomime,  “  Harlequin  and  the  Talking  Bird.” 
or  some  such  gallimaufry  of  giggle  and  glee—1 “  The 
Great  Devil”  (old  Davies ,  as  Bandy-legged  Bridget'',  or 
that  broadest  of  burlettas,  “  Mrs.  Scaite  in  the  Seraglio  ;5> 
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with  the  inimitable  Joe  as  Jerry,  greeting  his  laughing 
friends  in  his  jemmy-green  jacket  and  double-chan m 
pumps  ;  and  chanting  forth  to  a  rattling  tune  his  rigma¬ 
role  muster-roll  ot  acquaintances 

“  I’m  now  grown  a  gemman,  and  mamma’s  sunk  the  shop, 

So  my  old  trade-acquaintance  I  think  1  shall  drop. 

Sam  Souchong  llie  grocer,  Billy  Biscuit  the  baker; 

Tom  Stitch  the  tailor,  Miss  Spriggs  the  mantuamaker 
Phil  Friz  the  barber,  Frank  Felt  (lie  hatter, 

\nd  Sally  Score,  the  barmaid,  at  the  Pewter  Plattei  , 

Miss  Minikin,  the  milliner,  the  pride  of  city  belles,  „ 

And  funny  Joe  Grimaldi,  the  clown  of  Sadler’s  Wells. 

Then  their  trip  on  board  the  Margate  hoy — their  barba¬ 
rous  capture  by  a  Barbary  corsair— their  interview  vviih 
the  sultan — the  lying  jokes  of  Jerry — their  mock  trial, 
condemnation,  and  tragi-comical  /i/ude 


“  In  tears  we  now  do  lament  and  say. 

Pity  our  fall ; 

Oh,  Fishmonger’s  Hall ! 

Well-a  day  1  well-a-day  !” 

“  Hold  !”  quoth  Martin  Matter-of-fact,  “  this  is  pass¬ 
ing  over  the  bridge  with  a  vengeance  !’’  Patience,  sweet 
sir  !  there  are  those  to  whom  these  reminiscences  may 
be  right  welcome  :  we  claim  the  privilege  to  travel  by 
the  green  lanes  of  early  recollection.  “  You  shall  see 
anon  how  the  murderer  gets  the  love  of  Gonzago’s 
wife.” 

Jack  Bannister,  in  his  Budget ,  gave  a  whimsical  ex¬ 
ample  of  two  ways  of  telling  a  story,  in  the  description 
of  a  storm  and  shipwreck  by  a  man  of  sentiment,  and 
an  untutored  son  of  Neptune;  and  it  was  curious  to 
observe  how  well  they  agreed,  except  in  the  mere  choice 
of  terms.  We  have  a  parallel  case:  Mr.  Arnold  has 
told  the  story  his  ivay  in  the  Devil’s  Bridge— Mr.  Camp¬ 
bell  his  (having  previously  robbed  the  devil  of  his  due), 
in  the  Bridge  of  Tresino.  We  cannot,  as  Johnson  says, 
stop  to  settle  the  point  of  precedence. ;  neither  need  we 
glance  at  Swift’s  simile  of  the  sawpit.  Mr.  Arnold’s 
version,  by  the  help  of  good  music  and  acting,  made  a 
hit  at  the  English  Opera;  Mr.  Campbell’s  has  been  re¬ 
ceived  with  unqualified  applause  at  Sadler  s  \t  ells,  and 
deservedly  so:  for,  independent  of  the  creditable  man¬ 
ner  in  which  the  dialogue  is  gut  up,  so  much  care  and 
attention  have  been  bestowed  on  the  music,  scenery,  and 
decoration,  that  the  production  of  The  Forest  Oracle 
may  rank  as  a  sort  of  era  in  minor  operatics. 
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For  the  plot:  the  younger  brother  of  a  noble  family 
in  Italy  procures  by  stratagem  the  possession  of  his 
elder  brother’s  estate.  Not  content  with  this,  he  kid¬ 
naps  his  wife  and  child,  makes  love  to  the  lady,  and 
puts  in  requisition  his  whole  artillery  ot  threats,  pro¬ 
mises,  and  protestations,  to  bring  her  to  his  purpose  ; 
but  it  won’t  do.  In  the  meantime,  the  husband  escapes 
from  foreign  captivity  ;  and,  after  assuming  almost  as 
many  disguises  as  our  facetious  friend  Williams  does  in 
the  Omnibus,  regains  possession  ot  his  family  and  for¬ 
tune.  The  story  of  the  Oracle  is  the  mere  hoax  of  a 
hireling  ruffian,  in  league  with  his  superior,  to  bamboozle 
simple  lovers  regarding  amorous  presages,  prognostica¬ 
tions,  and  what  not. 

The  Polish  Jew'  (Moses  has  seldom  much  polish  about 
him  !),  the  little  man  with  the  long  dictionary,  and  the 
host  of  the  Pig  and  Plughole,  were  humorously  played 
by  Messrs.  Villiers,  Williams,  and  Andrews.  The  pug¬ 
nacious  knight  found  a  characteristic  representative  in 
Mr.  Johnson.  Mr.  Williamson  and  Miss  Helme  ac¬ 
quitted  themselves  very  harmoniously  in  man  and  wife; 
and  tire  bravos  were  as  beetle-browed  and  ferocious  as 
the  most  liberal  portion  ot  black  and  red  ochre  could 
make  them. 

KT  D - G. 


STAGE  DIRECTIONS. 

The  Conductors  of  this  work  print  no  Plays  but  those  which  they 
have  seen  acted.  The  Stage  Directions  are  given  from  personal 
observations,  during  the  most  recent  performances. 

EXITS  and  ENTRANCES. 

R.  means  Right  ;  L.  Left ;  F.  the  Flat,  or  Scene  running  across 
the  back  of  the  Stage  ;  I).  F.  Door  in  Flat  ;  R.  I).  Right  Door  ; 
L.  L).  Left  Door ;  C.  D.  Centre  Door ;  S.  E.  Second  Entrance ; 
U.  E.  Upper  Entrance . 

RELATIVE  POSITIONS. 

R.  means  Right.  ;  L.  I^ejt ;  C.  Centre  i  R.  G.  Right  of  Centiei 
L.  C.  Left  of  Centre. 

R.  ltC.  C.  CC.  L. 

* #*  rJ'he Reader  is  supposed  to  be  on  the  Stage,  facing  the.  Audience 


PRINCE  DELLA  GUARDA.  -  Crimson  singled  tunic  and 

cloak— white  pantaloons— silk  stockings— shoes -hat  and  feaiha  s.  . 

ADRIAN I.—  First  dress:  Italian  brigand.  Second  di  ess. 
Dr  ib  tunic  trimmed  with  black  fur— cloak— hat  and  leathers  black 
pan ta loons— r u  - set  boots.  Third  dress  :  Striped  Arab  costume- 

turban — large  cloak,  and  hat.  , 

Sin  EDWARD  SPARALL.— Drab  frock— white  corn  breeches 

— loo-bools — white  hat*.  . 

DELZI.— Blue  Roinaldi  tunic— trunks— red  stockings  shots— 

small  hat  and  feather.  .  .  .v. 

AARON. —  Drab  garbendine,  trimmed  with  black— black  bntiheo 

_ Ion*'  green  waistcoat-shoes,  and  large  buckies-lngh  black  hat. 

COSMO.— Blue  shape — small  red  cloak  -red  stockings  shoes 
ARAN Z A.— Italian  robber’s  dress. 

BANDITTI.— Ditto,  ditto.  .  .  ,  . 

FILIPPO.— Dark  Romaldi  tunic— blue  vest — trunks  red  .lock¬ 
ings — square  hat. 

COUNTESS  BELLAROSA.— Very  handsome  white  satin  dress, 
trimmed  with  gold. 

LILLA.—  Neat  Italian  dress— straw  hat. 

CARLINA  — Ditto,  ditto. 

ZOE.— Yellow  and  black  Turkish  dress  and  turban. 

GERALDA,  AND  PEASANTS. — Neat  Italian  dresses. 


(Hast  of  tfjc  Characters, 

As  Performed  at  Sadler's  Wells  Theatre ,  Sov.  9,  IS29 

The  Principe  di  Guarda,  Lord,  oj  the )  jyjr< 

V u  Lie  y  of  Tresino  .  .  •  •  i 

Count  Adriani,  his  Brother  ■  •  •  Mr. 

Sir  Edward  Spar  all,  an  English  Knight,  j 

travelling  to  leach  the  art  of  self-  ,  Mr.  Johnson. 

defence . 3 

Uelzi,  an  ill-used  unfortunate  little  man,  I 

with  a  neiv  “  Dictionary”  of  his  own  '  Mr. 
invention  .  •  •  •  •  •  J 

Aaron,  a  Polish  Jew,  a  very  good  sort  of  j 
a  man,  as  times  go,  but  quite  alten-  , 
tire  to  the  main  chance  .  •  •  3 

Cosmo,  the  Landlord  of  the  “  Pig  and ) 

•  •  •  •  •  •  3 


Palmer. 

J.  F.  Williamson. 


W.  H.  Williams. 


Plughole” 

Filippo . 

Aranza,  the  Friend  of  Ad>  iani 
Jeronimo,  Page  to  the  Countess 
Colonno,  a  Ruffian 

Jacomo  }  Rundilti  • 

Maligna  S 

The  Countess  Het^arosa,  Wife  of  Adriani 
Lilia,  Daughter  of  Cosmo 
Carlin  a.  Wife  of  Cosmo  .  .  .  . 

Zoe,  an  Attendant  upon  the  Countess  . 
Eurelio,  Adriani’ s  Child  .  .  .  . 

Geralda 


Mr.  Villiers. 


Mr.  Andrews. 


Air.  Gay. 

.  Mr.  Smith. 

.  Mr.  J.  Matthews. 

.  Mr.  T.  Matthews. 

(Mr.  Seymour. 

'  (  Mr.  Martin. 

M  iss  Helme. 

Miss  Adami. 

Mrs.  Young. 

Miss  Bell. 

Miss  Bigg. 

Mrs.  Searle. 


Villagers,  Servants  Guards,  Bravos,  $c. 


T  H  E 


FOREST  ORACLE. 


Chu. 


ACT  r. 

SCKNE  1.-A  Romantic  Pass  in  the  Alps. -Daybreak. 
Aranza  and  Banditti  discovered ,  listening 

CHORUS. 

Thf  b,e.a,ns  ?f  the  sun  proclaim  the  morn, 

u  ,  uey  !'P  w,lh  S°1(i  ,he  tree*; 

Ah£™h^?,'!lark’  '°u°"r  0,1  ief tain’s  horn, 

As  the  blast  rides  on  the  breeze. 

SOLO. — Aranza. 

Near  it  comes,  and  nearer  still, — 

i  hen,  brothers,  a  welcome  give* _ 

Join  hand  and  heart  with  a  right  good  will  — 
h°,nS  n,ay  our  chieftain  live  ! 

V\  e  join,  one  and  all,  with  a  right  good  will  — 

Long  may  our  chieftain  live  !  ’ 

The  Banditti.  Huzza  ! 

Jacomo.  [On  an  elevated  piece  of  rock,  l.  s.  e.]  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

}  ha !  vv,hat  has  th^  fool  got  in  his  head  now  > 

r„/aC;.  M  hy’  1  can  1  helP  laughing  to  think  what  a  noble 
reception  you  are  preparing  to  give  your  new  leader. 
The  chieftain  s  horn,  indeed  !  ha,  ha  !  why  ’tis  onlv 
some  poor  devil  of  a  chamois  hunter,  who  having,  I  pre^ 
sume,  lost  his  way,  is  blowing  into  his  cow-horn  with 

all  hi;,  might  and  main  for  some  one  to  come  to  his 
assistance. 

Ara.  (c.)  A  plague  on  the  fool !  Go  you,  Guerro  and 
Sebastian,  and  relieve  him.  Bring  him  hither— he  may 
give  us  some  information.  [. Exeunt  Guerro  and  Sebastian, 
l.  s.  E.J  1  is  strange  what  can  have  detained  so  long  our 
valiant  leader:  he  rarely  forfeits  his  word,  and  he  had 
promised  he  would  return  ere  sunrise. 

ne.hua\r^hapS’  strayed  t0°  “ear  the  castle 
of  .>uarda.  By  the  Madonna  !  if  1  thought  he  were  a  pri- 
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THE  FOREST  ORACLE.  [ACT  I. 

oner  there  nothing  should  satisfy  me  but  to  storm  and 
set  tire  to  it,  cut  the  throats  of  all  the  inhabitants,  aiu  - 
Ara.  Swallow  your  own  sword  afterwards, 1  *l  1* j  / 

Ah,  Maligno— you’re  a  valiant  fellow,  wheneM 

no  danger  to  be  apprehended. 

Mai.  [Putting  his  hand  to  lm  sword. J  1>>*  doUH  my 

courage ? 

Ara  Amazingly  ! 

Mai.  Ha !  it’s  well  for  you  that-— 

Am.  [Coolly  going  towards  h-m.]  'V  hat  r 
Mai.  [Laughing.]  That  I’m  such  a  good  tempered  fel¬ 
low — that’s  all. 

All.  Ha,  ha,  ha  ! 

Music. —  Enter  Go  euro  and  Sebastian,  l.  s.  e.,  bringing 
on  Delzi,  who  drops  on  his  knees,  very  much  terrified. 

Delzi  (l.  c.)  Mercy,  mercy,  good  kind  gentlemen  cut¬ 
throats.  I  assure  you,  I  am  no  spy:  I  am  a  poor  simple 
lad,  who  having  attended  my  father-in-law,  that  i*  to  he, 
on  a  chamois-hunting  excursion,  happened  to  lose  my 
wav.  1  have  been  wandering  all  the  mgjit  ;  and  day¬ 
light,  instead  of  showing  me  the  village  of  1  resino, niu 
mv  dear  little  chimney  smoking  its  comfortable  pulls  o 
breakfastical  appearance,  exhibits  to  my  wayworn  coun¬ 
tenance  the  anti  peaceable  physiognomen  of  a  horde  ot  - 

Ara  [Starting.]  Ha!  , 

Delzi.  Bless  me!  the  word  was  nearly  out,  but  you  have 
frightened  it  back  again  ;  and  it’s  taken  up  its  lodgement 
in  my  brain,  with  a  resolution  of  ne\  ercomeoutagainitive- 
ness  as  long  as  1  am  in  your  company. 

Ara.  And  where  the  devil  did  sou  learn  all  those  hard 

words  ? 

Delzi.  Hard  words  !  O,  that’s  the  effect  of  scholas- 
ticity.  Father  couldn’t  afford  to  send  me  to  school — so 
I  received  my  education  at.  the  Convent  of  the  Madonna, 
hard  by  ;  and,  as  l  couldn’t  learn  the  hard  words  they 
wanted  to  teach  me,  why  I  coined  some  of  my  own,  and 
they  show  my  knowledge  quite  as  well  as  anything  else  : 
f  or  Only  let  a  word  pop  out  which  nobody  understands, 
you're  sure  to  be  deemed  a  scholar  ;  people  never  ask 
lor  an  explanation,  for  fear  of  exposing  their  own  igno- 

.4m.  [/hide  ]  A  shrewd  fellow,  this.  [To  Delzi..]  Tell 
me,  sir,  how  far  is  it  to  the  Bridge  of  Tresino  : 

Delzi.  Lord  bless  you  !  don’t  ask  me.  In  the  first 


Till-:  FOIU-ST  OKACLK. 


SCENE  l.] 
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j-liice,  i  don’t  exactly  know  where  I  am;  in  the  second 
place,  that  bridge  is  Satan’s  workmanship!’  It  ought  to 
i>e  called  the  Ponte  Satano,  for  no  one  hut  the  Dev  d  him¬ 
self  could  have  built  such  a  break-neck  passage  over  a 
ton-cut. —  it’s  lull  of  holes;  and  it  shakes  so  when  one 
crosses  it,  that  it  ahvay  s  makes  me  feet  as  if  1  had  a 
sou  of  M.  Vitusdanceaciousness  all  over  me. 

Am  How  far  are  we  from  Tresino  ! 

Dtlzi.  Don’t  mention  my  dear  village,  it  makes  me  feel 
a  sort  of  lachrymosity .  [  Wiping  his  eyes.]  Oh,  my  dear 
Cilia!  my  absence  will  kill  her.  Hal  Don’t  interrupt 
me.  The  poetic  muse  inspires  me  ;  I  feei  it  thrill  through 
tin  \eins. 

SONG. — Delzi. 

My  Lilia,  iry  darling. 

My  goldfinch,  my  starling  ! 

So  beauty’s  above  her, 

So  dearly  I  love  her  ! 

She  sweet  is  as  honey 
I’d  give  all  my  money , 

1 1  she’d  but  say  yes, 

When  I  ask  for  a  k is-'  ! 

1  bet  e  is  not  a  girl 

In  the  whole  ol  the  val — 

Val — val— -no,  that  won’t  do;  there’s  an  mile  in  the  bal 
— bal— sal — [They  all  laugh  at  him.]  Ay,  you  may  laugh  ; 
but,  I  can  assure  you,  it’s  no  laughing  matter— my  poetry 
is  not  to  be  laughed  at.  I’m  called  in  our  village  ihe 
philosopher  :  there’s  a  sort  of  a  peripateticativeness  about 
my  lucubrative  faculties;  I  think  as  1  walk — and,  as  I 
engender  my  ideas,  1  put  them  to  paper  ;  for,  as  you  per¬ 
ceive  [Pulling  out  an  ink-bottle .J,  J  always  carry  pen  and 
ink  with  me,  like  a  tax-gatherer;  and,  when  i  knock  at 
the  door  of  my  genius,  it  is  never  in  vain  ;  and  “  call 
again  to-morrow,’’  is  quite  out  of  the  question. 

Ara.  Cease  your  prating,  and  answer  my  interroga¬ 
tories.  You  belong,  you  say,  to  the  village  of  Tresino — 
what  is  your  occupation  ! 

Del.  Why,  your  lordship,  I'm  a  sort  of  everybody’s 
man — T  do  all  the  errands  ;  cut  wood,  light  fires,  hold 
horses,  milk  goats,  feed  ducks,  write  petitions,  letters, 
verses,  songs,  elegies,  epitaphs,  epithalamiurns,  sing- 
psalms,  and  do  as  much  service  as  1  can  to  ali  the  inha. 
bilurits  of  t lie  place.  Bless  you,  I’m  at  work  from 
morning  till  night;  receive  all  travellers  ;  address  them 
with  a  kind  of  impromptuishness  ;  act  as  a  guide  to  the 
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bridge  (which,  as  I  said,  ought  to  be  called  Satan  a 
man  trap),  and  at  night  steal  an  hour  from  Morpheus,  to 
tell  my  pretty  Lilia  how  I  love  her;  and  then  chatter 
with  her  till  a  kind  of  pinkiwinkacity  about  the  eyes  in¬ 
forms  me  of  the  necessity  of  a  little  gotobedativeness. 

_4ra.  You  have  plenty  of  employment,  it  would  seem. 
Hark’ye,  do  you  know  the  Principe  della  Guarda  ? 

Del.  [Whistling.]  Whew!  don’t,  don’t,  I  beg  of  you; 
don’t  mention  his  name,  or  else  you'll  be  sure  to  frighten 
all  the  loquacity  out  of  my  pericranium  :  we  never  name 
the— what’s  his  name  ?— you  know;  the  gentleman  you 
have  just  mentioned,  without  crossing  ourselves. 

Ara.  Indeed  !  why  this  alarm  ? 

Del.  Oh,  nothing;  only— dear  me,  the  very  rocks 
have  ears,  and  if  he  were  to  know  I  said  a  word  about 
him,  he’d  whisk  me  off  in  a  whirlwind,  turn  me  inside 
out,  and  stick  me  up  as  a  scarecrow  in  one  of  his  dismal 
plantations. 

Ara.  [Fiercely.]  No  more  trifling ;  disclose  all  you 
know,  or,  by  St.  Jago,  I’ll  rip  the  secret  from  you  with 
the  point  of  my  ferrara  !  [Draws  his  sword. 

Del.  My  good  sir,  I  am  ready  to  obey  you  ;  for,  what¬ 
ever  unlockability  1  may  boast  of,  you  possess  a  key 
which  I  am  not  quite  courageous  enough  to  try  the  tem¬ 
per  of.  You  must  know,  then,  that  the  Prince  della 
Guarda  is  lord  and  master  of  all  these  parts,  which,  by 
true  right,  belong  to  a  young  man,  his  brother.  This 
young  man,  some  eight  years  ago,  fell  in  love  with  a  young 
woman,  called  the  Countess  Bellarosa,  an  heiress;  well, 
naturally  enough,  they  got  married — naturally  enough, 
a  little  boy  w'as  born  ;  well,  unnaturally  enough,  the 
brother  wanted  the  young  woman  himself,  and  he  most 
unnaturally -  [A  horn  sounds. 

Ara.  Hark  !  ’tis  our  noble  chief.  Away  with  this 
fellow  ;  let  him  relate  his  tale  to  one  whose  interest  is 
concerned.  Secure  him  till  the  noble  Adriani  shall  be 
pleased  to  hear  him.  A  wav  ! 

[E  leant  tioo  Banditti,  R.  S.  E.,  forcing  off  Delzi,  who  begs 
for  mercy. 

Hurried  Music. — Enter  Adriani,  l.  s.  e.,  wrapped  in  a 

cloak,  which  he  throws  off,  and  stands  in  the  centre  of  his 

bund,  who  receive  him  with  a  loud  Huzza  ! 

Adr.  (c.)  Thanks,  my  valiant  friends!  This  recep¬ 
tion  but  proves  your  love.  My  errand  has  been  pro- 
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I  longed,  ’tis  true  ;  but  it  has  afforded  me  that  information 
i  which  will  inspire  your  breasts  with  joy.  Every  intel¬ 
ligence  J  wished  to  gain  lias  been  given  to  me;  and, 
ere  the  morning’s  dawn,  revenge  will  haste,  upon  the 
I  wings  of  justice,  to  hurl  destruction  on  the  villain’s  head, 
i  whose  base  designs  would  have  consigned  me  to  perdi- 
i  tion,  misery,  and  death  ! 

Am.  Brave  and  beloved  Adriani,  give  but  the  word, 
each  sword  will  from  its  scabbard  leap  to  avenge  the 
cause  which  links  us  one  and  all  together.  We  swear 
to  live  and  die  with  you,  until  your  wrongs  shall  be  re- 
;  dressed  ! 

The  Banditti.  We  swear! 

[They  alt  kneel  around  Adriani — each  offer  the  hilt  of  his 
sword  to  him. 

Adr.  ’Tis  well,  my  friends!  And  now  retire  to  your 
fastness — leave  me  awhile.  I  will  ere  long  rejoin  you, 
and  concert  the  means  to  end  my  doubts  and  tears — to 
rise  triumphant  o’er  a  villain’s  art,  or  tind  repose  be¬ 
neath  the  shelter  of  a  glorious  grave  ! — [Music. — Exeunt 
Banditti ,  R.  s.  E.] — And  am  I,  then,  so  near  the  object  of 
my  love?  My  heart  swells  as  ’twould  burst  its  prison, 
and,  impatient,  sighs  to  throb  against  the  bosom  ot  my 
love — my  wife — my  Bellarosa!  My  infant,  too,  does  he 
yet  live  ?  Come  forth,  thou  image  of  my  soul’s  best  joy 
[Takes  out  a  picture.]  In  every  feature,  though  infancy 
has  scarce  developed  the  sweet  lineaments  ot  thy  lace, 
does  fondness  trace  the  likeness  of  thy  dear  mother.— 
Let  me  gaze  upon  thee,  boy,  although  the  recollection 
of  past  happiness  can  but  pain  me  ! 

SONG. — Adriani.  From  ‘‘  The  Devil’s  Bridge 

Behold,  in  his  soft  expressive  face, 

The  well-known  features  here  I  see  ; 

And  here  the  gentle  smile  can  trace, 

Which  once' so  sweetly  beam’d  oti  me' 

Ah,  Bellarosa! 

Ah,  Bellarosa!  that  death  should  sever 

Two  hearts  that  could  have  loved  for  evei 

Yes  !  I  could  fancy  I  beheld 

In  this  sweet  boy  her  richer  charms  ; 

Could  think,  by  hope  and  love  impell’d, 

I  clasp’d  her  offspring  in  my  arms. 

My  child  ! 

My  child  like  this  was  lovely  ever, 

Till  fate  decreed  our  hearts  to  sever!  L.  s.  a. 
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SCION  K  II.  —  A  Room  in  un  Inn — Sinus,  u.,  hading 
lo  a  Gallery,  in  which  are  the  doors  of  three  chambers — 
Chair  and  table. 

Etiter  Lilla  from  the  f  ist  door  in  the  gallery,  u. 

Lil.  W  here  tan  my  poor  dear  Delzi  have  wandered 
to,  1  wonder?  Out  all  the  night!  Oh,  this  chamois 
limiting  !  it  will  most  assuredly  he  the  death  of  him 
some  of  these  days,  and  then  my  funeral  must  he  or¬ 
dered,  lor  I’m  sure  1  could  never  survive  him.  Heigho  ! 
J  wish  he  were  rich  enough  to  make  me  his  wife  at 
once!  I'm  sure  I  should  not  act  as  Marianna  did  when 
the  question  was  popped  to  her.  She  shiliied  and  shal- 
1  led  .ill  she  lost  her  swain  ;  but,  when  Delzi  says  to  me, 
Lilia,  will  you  marry  me?”  I'll  he  hanged  if  1  don’t 
aa\  plump,  ‘‘  Yes!” 


NO  SC — Lilla.  From  “  The  Devil's  Bridge." 

A  maiden  there  was  who  was  silly  and  shy, 

Ami  die  look’ll  like  a  tool  when  her  lover  was  nigh, 

Yet  she  knew  not  why. 

lie  .fk’ri  her  one  day  if  to  church  she  would  go; 

hlu  blush'd  more  than  ever,  and  courtesied  low, 

And  she  answer’d,  No! 

Kut  it  was  with  a  sigh, 

And  she  knew  not  why. 

'!  he  yoiuh,  in  Lis  turn,  now  grew  shy  of  the  maid,— 

He  courted  another  who  was  not  afraid, 

And  who  Yes  s<*on  said. 

Mie  saw  thrill  go  by — she  repented  at  list  : 

Ko!  ho!  the  next  time,  she  cxelaim’d,  as  they  pass’d, 

I’ll  say  Yes  when  I’m  ask’d. 

And  she  spoke  with  a  sigh, 

And  siie  well  knew  why. 

Enter  Cosmo,  n.  F. 

Lit.  Well,  father,  any  tidings  of  Delzi  ? 

Cos.  (l.  c.i  No,  none  ;  but  methinks  yon  are  mightily 
interested  about,  this  Delzi :  you  know  you  can’t  have 
him — he  isn’t  worth  a  ducat;  and  what  is  it  to  you  whe¬ 
ther  he  breaks  his  neck  over  a  rock,  or  tumbles  down  a 
precipice  ?  You  know  l  intend  you  should  marry  Fi¬ 
ll-  po,  the  gamekeeper  of  the  Prince  della  Guarda;  and 
its  of  very  little  consequence  to  you  whether  Delzi 
femes  home  as  lively  as  a  goat,  or  as  stiff  as  a  crutch. 

Lil.  [Crying.]  Well,  father,  1  suppose  you  know  best, 
but - 
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Cos.  Of  course,  I  know  best;  fathers  always  know 
best — they  must  know  best — they  ought  to  know  best; 
and  the  idea  of  an  inexperienced  bit  of  a  girl  pretending 
to  know  anything  at  all  about  what  she  ought  to  know 
nothing,  is  quite  preposterous.  So,  therefore,  all  you 
have  to  do  is  to  mind  what  1  tell  you;  do  as  I  bid  you  ; 
marry  whom  1  think  proper;  knit,  sew,  darn,  mark, 
cook,  scour,  make  beds,  pies,  puddings,  and  tarts  ;  have 
as  many  children  as  you  like,  rock  cradle,  hush  squal¬ 
ling,  whip  tobys,  and  be  a  good  girl  ! 

E nter  Carlin  a,  r. 

Car.  (c.)  What’s  all  this  I  hear?  Any  body’s  tongue 
going  but  mine  in  this  house  !  By  the  Gemini,  Mr. 
Cosmo,  but  you’re  infringing  mightily  upon  your  conju¬ 
gal  rights  !  When  I,  the  great  granddaughter  of  the 
seventy-seventh  descendant  in  a  regular  line  from  the 
renowned  Orlando,  condescended  to  share  my  bed  with 
a  humble,  low-bred,  ignorant,  wine-bibbing,  chamois¬ 
hunting  innkeeper,  it  was  upon  condition  that  no  one 
but  myself  should  ever  have  a  voice  in  anything  con¬ 
cerning  the  management  of  the  household,  either  in  door, 
out  door,  at  home,  or  from  home.  And  didn’t  you  go 
flap  down  upon  those  skinny  marrowbones  of  yours, 
and  vow  and  swear  that  you  would  never  try,  pretend, 
attempt,  contrive,  or  seek,  to  effect  the  lodgment  of  a 
single  monosyllable  into  any  argument,  decision,  reso¬ 
lution,  or  confusion,  which  I  might  think  proper  to  hit 
upon?  And  how  dare  you  take  advantage  of  my  ex¬ 
temporaneous  absence,  to  set  up  for  yourself  in  the  way 
of  dictator,  preceptor,  and  roast-ruler,  over  my  child, 
when  I - 

Cosmo.  [ Quickly .]  Isn’t  she  mine,  too  ? 

Car.  [Bawling. j  No  !—  that  is,  yes  ;  but  I’m  so  accus¬ 
tomed  to  say  no  to  all  you  ask,  that  you  make  me  pop 
out,  quite  unceremoniously,  a  very  equivocal  sort  of 
reply.  Yes,  she  is  yours — as  far  as  being — yours  ;  but, 
with  regard  to  any  education,  treatment,  management, 
training,  bringing  up,  or  future  settlement,  I  only  have 
a  voice,  and  will  have  a  voice,  to  the  end  of  the  book, 
letter,  word,  line,  verse,  and  chapter! 

Lilia,  (l.  c.)  My  dear  mother,  won’t  you  allow  me 
some  little  choice  as  to  — 

Cosmo.  Ay,  some  little  choice  as  to - 

Cur.  Hold  your  tongues,  you  two  chatterboxes — hold 
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your  tongues,  and  hear  me:  you  have  promised  Lilia, 
without  my  leave — my  leave  !  my  blood  boils  at  the  very 
thought— to  Mr.  Filippo,  a  dirty,  doubtful,  devil-looking 
bit  of  duplicity.  Now,  I  have  promised  Delzi,  that,  when 
he  can  show  me  the  sum  of  one  hundred  ducats  all  his 
own,  he  shall  have  her.  And  this  is  peremptory,  posi¬ 
tive,  and  piecisely  as  1  intend  it  should  be  :  so  not  a 
word,  or  else  I  shall  begin  to  talk,  and,  if  I  do,  the 
Lord  have  mercy  upon  you  ! 

Cosmo.  Well,  well,  be  it  so— 1  am  sure  the  poor  girl 
will  never  get  married  ;  for  Delzi  will  never  possess  half 
the  sum  you  have  mentioned,  if  he  live  a  thousand  years. 

Cur.  Don't  talk  to  me — how  do  you  know?  Not  an¬ 
other  word.  [ Lilia  and  Cosmo  attempt  to  speak.']  I  won’t 
hear  you — silence — it’s  decided — I’m  inflexible. 

[ Raising  her  voice  till  it  gets  quite  to  a  scream ,  ad  libitum. 

Enter  Sir  Edward  Si-arall,  from  thee,  door  in  the  gallery. 

Sir  E.  Hallo!  hallo!  what  the  devil  are  you  all  at  ? 
Two  to  one?  if  you  must  fight,  fight  fair — I’ll  be  with 
you  in  a  jiffy.  [Comes  down.']  Three  to  two  on  the  young 
one.  Ods  bobs  !  fibber’s  and  jobs  !  I  beg  your  pardon 
for  interfering — I  see  now — merely  a  partie  de  famillc — a 
little  tintinnabulatory  vascillation  of  the  mother’s  bell, 
ringing  order  and  propriety  to  the  members  of  her  society. 
Gadzooks!  1  was  in  hopes  it  was  something  in  my  way, 
but  it  s  no  go.  Quitting  England  in  disgust  at  the  de¬ 
plorable  fallen  state  of  the  prize-ring,  come  to  Italy,  to 
encourage  fair  stand-up  pugnacity,  introduce  bunches  of 
lives,  and  supersede  stilettos  ;  acquaint  the  unlettered 
peasants  of  the  Valleys  of  Aosto,  Piedmont,  Sion,  Bena- 
vento,  &c.  &c.  &c.,  with  the  glorious  phrenological  dis¬ 
coveries  of  Gall  and  Spurzheim  ;  manipulate  the  cra- 
niums  of  the  descendants  of  the  Caesars,  Neros,  Caligulas, 
and  Heliogabulus’s.  [To  Carlina. ]  Allow  me,  madam,  to 
manipulate  your  delightful- looking —  [Attempts  to  put  his 
hand  upon  her  head — she  avoids  him.]  Won’t  you  ?  well,  no 
harm  done  ;  but  you  certainly  do  appear  to  have  the 
bump  of  argumentativeness.  Well,  as  I  was  saying,  1 
find  nothing  but  old  women  with  tongues  and  nails — and 
men,  the  wisdom  of  whose  arguments  lies  only  in  the 
length  of  their  poniards. 

Car.  [To  Sir  Edward.)  With  all  the  deference  due  to 
you,  signior,  as  our  guest,  permit  me  to  observe - 

Sir  E.  [lnteirupting  her.]  Yes,  l  know-  all  you  mean  to 
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say.  [Carlina  tries  in  vain,  while  Sir  F.iiward  is  speaking,  to 
put  in  a  ward — Cosmo  and  Lilia  laugh  at  her  distress .]  I  have 
no  business  to  interrupt  sport  here — I  apologize — yes,  l 
know — you  mean  1  was  a  cl - d  fool  to  leave  Old  Eng¬ 

land  on  such  a  break  neck,  Quixotic,  out-of-the-way  ex¬ 
pedition  as  this, —  1  agree  with  you  perfectly.  Ay,  you 
would  say,  that  the  sooner  l  settle  the  little  bill  you  have 
against  me,  the  better — quite  correct;  or  you  would  in¬ 
sinuate  that  my  remittances  are  a  long  while  arriving, 
and  :ny  sticking  it  up  here  begins  to  look  rather  suspi¬ 
cious — agreed  there  ;  now  you  would  hint  that  you 
suspect  there’s  a  growing  intimacy  between  me  and  your 
fair  daughter — entirely  wrong,’pon  honour  ;  but  the  fact 
is,  my  dear,  good,  amiable,  interesting  middle-aged  lady, 
that,  if  l  remain  in  your  house  any  longer,  1  must  not  be 
interfered  with  in  any  of  my  occupations,  amusements, 
or  avocations.  Now,  I’ll  go  and  look  for  your  ostler,  ex¬ 
amine  his  head,  and,  if  I  find  anything  particularly  ex¬ 
traordinary,  I’ll  report  progress — publish  a  list  of  my  dis¬ 
coveries  ;  for  which,  in  addition  to  my  titles  as  Hon.  Sec. 
to  the  P.  It.,  I  shall  receive  the  initials  of  F.  P.  S.,  which, 
iu  plain  English,  signifies  Fellow  of  the  Phrenological 
Society  !  So,  vive  la  bagatelle  !  bumps  for  ever  !  whe¬ 
ther  they  be  the  gift  of  nature,  or  the  receipt  given  by 
the  os  frontis  to  tne  manifold  visitations  of  a  bunch  of 
lives  !  [ Exit ,  D.  f. 

Cosmo.  [Aside.']  Ha  !  ha !  fairly  beat,  by  St.  Anthony. 
Dam’me,  I'll  pluck  up  a  bit  of  courage,  and  try  my  luck. 
[With  assumed  consequence. J  Well,  Madame  Carlina,  you 
find  that  you  are  to  be  spoken  to  as  well  as  other  people. 
[Carlina  doing  all  she  can  to  interrupt  him. ]  How  do  you 
feel,  now  your  favourite  delightful  pleasure  of  hearing 
no  tongue  but  your  own,  has  received  a  check.  Quite 
a  novelty  :  I  really  couldn’t  help  laughing  to  see  what 
a  ridiculous  figure  you  cut,  when  listening  to  the  volu¬ 
bility  of  the  Englishman.  Why,  my  dear,  he  can  beat 
you  and  give  you  nine.  I’ll  be  hanged  if  I  hav’nt  a  good 
mind  to  try  whether  you  won’t  hear  me  :  and  first  of  all, 
Mrs.  Carlina - 

Car.  [Screaming  out. ]  Silence,  you  ostrich  !  1  do  con¬ 
fess,  fhe  respect  I  bear  that  gentleman,  as  an  Eng.ish- 
roan  and  a  stranger,  did  induce  me  to  listen  to  him  ;  but 
do  not  imagine,  fora  single  moment,  that  it  will  give  you 
the  most  remote  chance  of  upraising  your  voice,  when  I 
say  mum!  llestir — away  to  your  work,  Mr. Cosmo — away. 
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Cos.  Well,  but - 

Cur.  Not  a  word. 

Gos.  Just  to - 

Car.  Will  you  begone? 

Cos.  But  three - 

Car.  [Bawling.]  Go!  [Exit  Cosmo,  R. 

Car.  And  now-,  Miss  Lilia,  to  your  wheel,  while  I  step 
down  the  village  to  see  Dame  Marcellina,  who  is  con¬ 
fined  with  her  nineteenth  child.  What  a  happy  woman  ! 
Here  have  I  been  married  to  your  father  upwards  of 
twenty  years,  and  you  are  the  only  one  I  ever  had. 
Well,  no  matter ;  <  ff  with  you,  you  little  good-for-no¬ 
thing,  idle - 

Lil.  [Fondly.]  Mother  ! 

Car.  [Kissing  her.]  Darling  Lilia,  for  all  that.  [Exit 
Lilia,  r.)  Now,  let  me  see,  what  have  I  got  to  do? 
Never  did  a  poor  woman  in  this  world  want  three  heads, 
six  pair  of  hands,  and  two  tongues,  more  than  I  do. 
Every  one  to  look  after — every  one  to  scold.  It’s  more 
than  a  meek,  quiet,  well-spoken  body,  like  myself,  is 
equal  to  ;  but  we  women  are  born  to  bear  all  the  troubles 
and  vexations  of  life — heaven  help  us  !  ’While  the  men 
have  nothing  to  do,  but  eat,  drink,  and  sleep,  and  find 
fault  with  everything  their  dear  little  wives  do  to  please 
them. 

SONG, — CARLINA.  ( Original. ) 

Ne’er  was  a  wife 
Plagued  through  this  life, 

With  such  a  lot  of  chatterboxes,  raving,  scolding  all  around  ; 
Morning  and  night, 

’Tis  their  delight 

'Jo  tease  and  vex  trie  all  they  can— by  mischief  "ed  : 

Disobedient  daughter — 

Making  love  1  caught  her. 

Haling,  seeking,  in  and  out,  a  dance  she’s  always  leading  me; 
Kisses  on  her  lip,  ()  ! 

Marry  must  Filippo  ! 

Ne’er  was  a  wife.  See. 

People  all  stare, 

While  1  declare 

No  link  woman  ever  treated  half  so  bad  by  husband  was. 

Grieve  while  I  tell, 

Thongn  a  sweet  belle, 

No  clapper  can  1  boast,  that’s  ever  heard  to  ring. 

Always  silent  sitting. 

Spinning,  sewing,  knitting  ; 

Customers  delightiug,  too,  with  joke  and  pleasant  smile  so  winnii?*-. 
Not  a  fault  possessing — 

Husband’s  sweetest  blessing. 

Ne’er  was  a  wife,  &c 
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01) !  I'in  a  good  little  wife, 

And.  a  pattern  for  mothers  i  am,  on  my  life; 

And  1  never  indulge  either  riot  or  strife — 

I’m  a3  meek  as  a  lamb  or  a  baby. 

Clever  at  halting,  at  boiling,  or  stewing,  0  ! 

Roasting,  or  frying,  preserving,  or  brewing,  O  ! 

Never  at  a  loss  am  I ; 

Seldom  too  cross  am  I. 

Sing  like  a  starting,  O  I 
Husband’s  best  darling,  O  ! 

0  !  I’m  a  good  little  wife,  &c.  [Exit,  R. 

Enter  Aaron,  peeping,  D.  F. 

Aar.  [ Looking  round.']  Pless  ma  heart!  no  one  at 
home.  [Ztec/ammg.]  Dere,  you  may  come  in,  poor  man — 
come  in. 

Euler  Adkiani,  disguised  ns  a  poor  traveller,  D.  F.,  following 

Aaron. 

1  tohj  you  that  I’d  bring  you  safe  and  sound  to  an  honest 
house  :  and  an  honest  house  isn’t  so  easily  found  indese 
vilds  and  glens,  and  forests,  and  mountains. — You  seem 
quite  tired  and  ill.  Sit  down — do — there’s  none  here  ; 
1  can  insure  you  a  velcome,  becase  I  know  de  peoples  ; 
and  vera  good  peoples  dey  are,  too. 

Adr.  (l.  c.)  Friend,  I  thank  thee  :  I  had  lost  my 
wav  among  the  mountain  tracks;  and  but  for  thy  kind 
attention,  had,  perhaps,  ere  this,  been  a  prey  to  some 
gaunt  wolf,  or  bandit  more  ferocious. 

Aar.  (c.)  Veil  ;  and  may  I  ask,  vat,  in  de  name  of 
Moses,  you  may  be  going  about,  vandering  all  alone  by 
yourself,  mitout  bag  or  baggage — as  much  unlike  a  tra¬ 
veller  as  can  be.  Do  you  know,  ma  friend,  it’s  veil  for 
you  you  didn’t  tumble  in  upon  some  of  de  sbirri,  vat 
lurks  about  all  de  passes.  Help  ma  sowl !  but  dey’d 
made  you  give  a  better  account  of  yourself  dan  you  seem 
inclined  to  afford  me. 

Adr.  Friend,  my  story  is  but  simple — hear  it: — some 
where  near  this  spot  there  dwells  a  man  who  robbed  me 
of  a  treasure,  and  thrust  me  forward  in  the  world  a  house¬ 
less  wanderer,  to  perish  without  help  :  for  six  long  years 
I  have  in  vain  sought  to  discover  him.  Far,  far  away 
from  this,  my  native  land,  I  at  length  heard  of  his  re¬ 
treat.  Pennyless,  and  without  a  friend,  have  I  crossed 
the  desert  sands,  and  Alpine’s  snowy  heights,  to  find 

him  ;  and,  by  my  soul’s  best  hopes - 

Aar.  Hush  !  hush  !  don’t  talk  so  loud.  If  dere’s  a 
treasure  in  de  vay,  dere’s  no  occasion  to  stand  on  de  top 
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Of  ...  house,  and  tell  all  de  village  1 

u,VoeuC“wyt  pa,  all  de  expense  of 

de  Ir'Se  treasure  which  1  speak  of  is  not  divieiole  : 
i,  fwhoUy  and  solely  mine,  and  will  be  mine  while 

“^ftSTl  P"  "  sow.  f  how  he 

E  her 

Unique  and  dat  vili  either  kill  or  cure  him  to  a  eer- 
tyifitv  ’[Aloud.']  Stop  here  avhile — I  H  soon  come  bac  v. 
\A>itie.]  Fless  me  !  how  he  stares  !  He  s  escaped  tr„m 
Line  madhouse,  I  dare  say  ;  or,  perhaps,  de 
have  driven  him  mad,  trying  to  get  1, is  treasure  back 

Manv  an  honest  man  vat  has  been  knocked  out  ot  h  s 

senses  by  de  three  ugly  letters--L  O  K — lavv*  | 

Adr.  Nearer  and  nearer  still  do  I  approach  t  -- 
wails  which  contain  all  that  is  dear  to  me.  Ob,  “-Y 
Uellarosa!  soon  shall  we  meet  agau.-soon  snail  1 
fold  thee  in  my  arms,  and  hurl  destruction  on  the  tyrant 
who  would  basely  <lo  thee  wiong  ! 


s  ( )N  G.— A  D  R 1 ANI.  (  Original. ) 

Betray'd—  betray'd  by  treason’s  lure  , 

Far  from  my  own  dear  land. 

Where  slaves  enchain’d  in  pain  endure 
Foul  ignominy’s  brand. 

Torn  from  my  love  and  native  shou  , 

For  me  rang  sorrow’s  knell ; 

As  o’er  the  billows’  stolen  roar 
l  sigh’tl  a  fond  larowell. 

But  fate,  propitious  to  my  cause, 

Game,  angel  like,  to  save  ; 

And  he  who  spurns  bright  honour’?  laws 
Will  never  dare  to  brave 

But,  should  the  sword,  in  murd’rous  strife, 
Be  rais’d,  still  hope  I’ll  cherish; 

The  erv  shall  be,  My  child— my  wife! 

I’ll  save  thee,  or  I’ll  perish! 


Dclzi.  [Without.]  Ha,  ha!  how  do?  Here  I  am — 
quite  right. — all  night  in  such  a  fright  morning  blight 
— got  out.  How  do?  how  do  l 

Adr.  That  voice  ! — He  has  escaped.  Should  lie  know 
me  !  Fate,  be  thou  still  propitious,  and  save  me  from 
discovery,  until  the  moment  shall  arrive  when  al  shall 
recognise  their  long-lost  lord  ! 


SCENE  II.] 
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Music.  Enter  Dklzi,  surrounded  by  Villagers ,  D.  F 

Del.  [ Laughing .j  Ha,  ha  !  Thanks,  my  good  friends  ! 
La  .  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  beloved  !  They’re  all  as 
glad  to  see  me  as  if  I  were  the  long-lost  Count  Adriani. 
Adr.  [Starting.']  11a  ! 

Del.  Law k-a-day  !  w  hat  a  treat  tluit’d  be  if  he  were 
to  return  amongst  us  ! — two  great  men  come  back  in 
one  day  !  It  would  be  quite  a  coincidenticalitativeness  ! 
[Looking  around,  and  seeing  Adriani.]  Who,  in  the  name  of 
wonder,  have  we  here? 


Enter  Cosmo,  Cari.ina,  Lilla,  and  Aaron,  k. 

Car.  [Seeing  Adriani.]  Who  have  we  here?  Why,  a 
poor  traveller,  and  he  must  be  attended  to,  iirst. 

Del.  [  Pussing  Carlina,  who  rudely  pushes  him  back.]  There’s 
manners  ! — That’s  a  kind  of  give-hintacity  not  to  thrust 
my  nose  where  a  beaktwistnishness  is  likely  to  be  the 
consequence ! 

Car.  Come,  neighbours,  since  you  have  accompanied 
this  lout  home,  you  are  welcome  to  enjoy  yourselves. 
Away  with  you  into  the  dairy — you’ll  find  plenty  of 
bread,  some  nice  cream-cheese,  plenty  of  grapes,  and  a 
skin  or  two  of  good  wine,  to  which  you  are  all  welcome, 
because — I  say  so.  Away  with  you  ! 

[Music. — Exeunt  Villagers,  r.s  e. — Lilia  beckons  Delzi 
after  them — Carlina  prevents  him  from  following — he 
backs  away  from  her ,  while  Lilia,  unobserved,  slips  out 
at  the  house-door,  and  Delzi  runs  after  her. 

Del.  [At  the  door ,  culling  out  and  pointing  off.]  There 
she  is — there  she  is  !  Ha  !  ha  ! 

[Exit,  D.  F.,  slamming  the  door  in  Carlina’ s face,  as  she  runs 
af  ter  him. 

Car.  (c.)  [In  a  rage.]  A  saucy  varlet !  But  I’ll  trounce 
him  for  it!  And  she,  too,  an  impudent  minx!  Mr. 
Aaron,  do  me  the  favour  to  step  out,  and  bring  her  back. 

Aar.  (l.)  I  can't,  ma  tear.  I  haf  got  von  pone  in  rna 
leg,  just  here  :  it’s  de  funniest  pone  in  all  de  vorld  ;  for, 
vhenever  my  heart  is  vicked  enough  to  tell  my  legs  to 
go  on  a  foolish  or  a  pad  arrand,  it  goes  tump,  tump, 
against  de  inside  of  moine  shin,  and  dere  1  am  stuck  all 
so  fast  as  a  ring  to  a  pig’s  nose:  but,  vhenever  my  head 
tinks  ot  anything  vai  my  heart  approves,  avay  goes  my 
pone  up  into  my  breast,  and  knocks  against  de  door  of 
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my  conscience  mit  such  a  gentle  tap,  as  makes  me  feel 
all  over  as  if  I  vas  in  a  varm  bath. 

Car.  Ugh  !  you  fool ! 

Aar.  Dat’s  right,  ina  tear.  It’s  quite  a  treat  to  be 
called  a  tool  :  dere's  so  many  call  me  rogue,  dat’s  it’s 
quite  a  novelty. 

Car.  Well,  I’ll  go  and  attend  to  our  guests.  ( Criming 
towards  Cosmo,  who  is  conversing  with  Adriani.]  Mind,  hus¬ 
band,  you  see  that  the  stranger  wants  for  nothing.  Do 
you  hear?  [Cosmo  does  not  notice  her — she  goes  dose  to  him, 
and  bawls  in  his  ear.]  Do  you  hear? 

Aar.  My  sowl !  how  she  made  ma  jump  ! 

Cos.  Ay,  ay — whenever  you  like. 

Car.  VVhenever  I  like,  blockhead  ! — Ay,  it  shall  be 
whenever,  whatever,  and  wherever  I  like.  Put  that’s 
not  the  question  now  :  mind  you  pay  proper  attention  to 
the  wants  of  this  poor  man,  w  hile  I'm  away — 1  shall 
not  be  long.  Neglect  my  orders,  and  I — zounds  !  I’ll 
be  the  death  of  you  !  [/  ait,  R.  s.  E. 

Cos.  You  have  surprised  me  !  In  slavery,  say  you  ? — 

[. Adriani  points  suspiciously  to  Aaron.]  Fear  him  not — he  is 
a  friend  to  Adriani.  ’Twas  he  who  saved  his  life,  \\  hen 
a  boy,  from  the  avalanche  w  hich  had  nigh  overw  helmed 
him.  At  the  risk  of  his  own  life,  he  rushed  towards 
the  dreadful  mass,  seized  on  the  boy,  and  bore  him  strug¬ 
gling  through  the  dreadful  crash  of  earth,  rocks,  and 
trees,  which  lay  in  one  prodigious  ruin  round. 

Adr.  [Aside.]  Ah  !  it  is,  indeed,  old  Aaron — 1  knew 
him  not.  [Aloud']  To  my  tale,  then  :  the  Count  Adriani 
I  knew  in  Tunis  ;  there  was  he  consigned,  as  he  oft 
told  me,  by  his  relentless  persecutor,  the  Principe  della 
Guarda;  in  lingering  tortures  there  he  dwelt,  a  prey  to 
doubts  and  fears,  and  all  the  horrors  of  an  anxious 
mind.  Itansomed,  I  come  to  join  my  parents,  w  ho  re¬ 
side  in  Florence  ;  but,  in  my  way,  impelled  by  a  pro¬ 
mise  given  to  Adriani,  l  seek  to  gain  intelligence  of  his 
wife  and  child,  that,  if  they  live,  some  solace  may  be 
afforded  him  by  the  information. 

Cos.  They  do  exist,  but  scarcely  may  be  said  to  live. 
Confined  within  the  walls  of  Guarda’s  proud  domain, 
no  power  can  give  them  liberty.  Daily  submitted  to  the 
persecution  of  the  relentless  prince,  poor  lieliarosa’s 
Stern  refusal  of  her  hand  insures  her  but  a  lengthened 
hour  of  diear  captivity. 

Aar.  Dere,  my  sowl !  I  got  a  thought  vat’s  just  come 
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into  ma  bend.  I  did  never  try  to  gain  admittance  into 
de  castle  to  show  ma  vares ;  but  I  vil  1  do  so  now.  Who 
knows  but  1  may  see  de  lady  ;  and,  if  1  cannot  get  her 
out,  may  be  [  can  smuggle  her  infant  avay  in  ma  box  ; 
den,  after,  we’il  see  if  de  mother  can’t  play  at  follow 
ma  leader. 

Adr  [/hide.]  Generous  fellow !  My  prayers — my 
blessings - 

Aar.  Hoity-toity !  ma  sowl  and  ma  pones  !  ma  legs 
and  ma  limps  ! — Vat  de  devil  have  you  got  so  much  to 
domitit?  Stop — stop!  let  me  look — no — closer.  [0l>- 

serving  him  attentively. J  Got  keep  us! — It  is - Look, 

look,  Cosmo — it  is  ma  lord  !  [Drops  on  his  knees. 

Cos.  [Looking  eagerly  at  Adriani ,  and  falling  on  his  knees.  | 
By  heaven  !  it.  is  the  noble  Count  de  Adriani ! 

[Chord — picture. 

Carlina.  [Without,  r.]  Come  along,  neighbours — come 
along. 

Adr.  My  faithful  friends,  this  zeal  and  kind  remem¬ 
brance  soothes  my  many  years  of  sorrow.  My  wife — 
my  child — both  living  !  Oh,  gracious  Heaven  !  receive 
my  thanks  ! 

Car.  [ Without ,  r.]  Now  for  a  dance,  neighbours — 
away  with  you  !  [ Adriani ,  Cosmo,  and  Aaron,  retire  up. 

Music.  —  Later  Carlina  and  Villagers,  rejoicing ,  R.  s.  K. 

Delzi,  Lii.la,  and  Geralda,  d.  f. 

Del.  Pardon — pardon,  dear  Carlina,  for  the  sake  of 
your  favourite,  Geralda,  who  has  brought  you  some  ri¬ 
band  for  your  pet  lamb. 

Car.  Well,  for  this  once  I  forgive  you  ;  all  shall  be 
joy  to-day  ;  but  beware  to-morrow! 

[A  Dance  by  Geralda  and  Villagers;  after  which,  all,  ex¬ 
cept  Adriani,  join  in  a  jovial  country  dunce. 

END  OF  ACT  I. 


ACT  II. 


SCENE  I. — A  superb  Chamber  in  the  Castle  of  Guarda. 
Music. — Enter  Zoe  and  Filippo,  l. 

Zoe.  I  tell  you,  Mr.  Filippo,  all  your  entreaties  are 
in  vain.  I  will  not  announce  you — you  cannot  see  my 
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mistress.  Tell  vour  master  I  said  so  ;  and,  if  lie  asks 
any  questions,  why  tell  him - IM1  tell  you  what  to 

tell  him. 

SONG— -Zoe.  (Original.) 


There  once  was  a  wolf,  who  was  hungry  and  sly 
And  some  victim  he  sought  to  devour; 

He  met  with  a  lamb  who  was  frolicking  by. 

Never  dreaming  that  evil  could  lour: 

•<  Pretty  lamb,”  ciied  the  wolf,  “shall  I  join  you  in  play, 

As  you  gambol  and  frolic  around? 

A  truce  to' all  enmity!— I,  from  this  day, 

A  friend  to  your  race  will  be  found.” 

The  lamb  had  consented ;  the  wolf  had  drawn  near 
When  Carlo  appear’d  just  in  view; 

And  he  call’d  to  the  wolf,  “  Pray,  come  hither,  my  dear, — 

I’ll  make  one  in  the  game,  well  as  you  ” 

Now  the  wolf  he  decl  n'd  such  a  partner  to  meet, 

So  he  ran  till  he  panted  for  breath  ; 

The  dog  was  resolv’d  not  to  lose  such  a  treat, 

And  the  wolf  just  came  in  at  the  death.  [Exit,  R. 


Fil.  (c.)  Ay,  ay,  sing  away,  iny  little  thrush  ;  but  it 
will  lie  long  ere  you  burst  the  doors  of  your  prison. — 
Let  me  see:  my  plan’s  matured,  and  this  night  must  be 
put  in  execution.  ’Tis  the  eve  of  Guarda’s  visit  to  the 
forest; — all  is  in  readiness;  a  bold  heart  and  a  firm 
hand  will  end  my  fears,  and  bring  to  a  conclusion  the 
v/ork  of  years  of  cautious  well-planned  enterprise. 

Enter  Di  Guarda,  l. 

Guu.  (c.  c.)  How  now? — Have  you  seen  the  lady 
Rellarosa? 

Fil.  (c.)  I  have  not,  my  lord. 

Guu.  Leave  me.  [Exit  Filippo ,  L.]  I  like  not  much  that 
man.  Suspicions  have  arisen  within  my  head,  which 
must  arm  me  with  more  caution.  Tis  too  late,  1  fear  ; 
my  confidence  has  been  misplaced — lie  knows  too  much. 
All-seeing  Heaven  !  to  what  a  pitch  of  agony  will  not 
passion  hurry  its  devoted  victim  !  I— the  mighty  Prin¬ 
cipe  di  Guarda,  once  the  idol  of  my  people,  respected 
and  beloved  by  all,  to  tremble  at  the  consequences  of 
what  a  menial’s  treachery  might  produce  !  Oh,  Bella- 
rosa!  ’tis  to  thy  beauty  that  1  owe  my  fallen  state! — 
Shall  I  relent  ? — Restore  her  husband  to  her,  and  be 
happy?  1  cannot  do  it.  Love — powerful  love,  reigns 
paramount  to  all,  and  chokes  those  feelings  which  would 
rise  within  my  breast;  denying  me  e’en  the  sweet  solace 
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ot  doing  good;  while  curses,  'stead  of  blessings,  are 
invoked  upon  the  wretched — wretched  Guarda  !  But, 
hark  !  she  couies !  I  will  observe  her,  and,  unseen, 
mark  the  current  of  her  maledictions.  [Retires,  l. 

Soft  Music. — Enter  Bellarosa,  Eukelio,  and  Zoe,  r. 

Eur.  Dear  mamma,  pray  do  not  let  us  walk  out  upon 
the  terrace. 

Bel.  And  why  not  upon  the  terrace,  dearest? 

Eur.  (c  )  Because  1  always  perceive  that,  the  moment 
you  get  to  a  certain  spot,  from  which  the  white  cottage 
can  be  seen,  you  always  begin  to  cry  ;  and  1  can’t  bear 
to  see  you  cry,  mamma. 

Bel.  Beloved  image  of  my  long-lost  Adrian! !  there’s 
not  a  smile  which  plays  within  the  dimples  of  thy  cheek 
out  reminds  me  of  my  love — my  first,  my  only  love. — 
Leave  me,  Zoe.  [Music.— Exeunt  Zoe  and  Eurelio ,  l.] 
Hope  till  now  inspired  me  with  visions  of  future  bliss, 
and  seemed  to  paint  the  end  of  all  my  sufferings  ;  but 
now,  e’en  hope  takes  flight  upon  the  wings  of  fell  des¬ 
pair,  and  all  grows  dark  again  :  the  chords  of  anguish 
vibrate  on  my  heart,  and  seem  as  ’twere  to  toll  the  knell 
of  Bellarosa. 

SONG. — Bei.larosa.  (Anonymous.  ) 

Gray  twilight  from  her  shadowy  hill 
Discloses  nature’s  vernal  bloom  ; 

And  sheds  on  field,  on  grove,  and  rill, 

One  placid  tint  of  deep’ning  gloom.’ 

So  sorrow  flings  upon  my  heart 
The  shadows  of  her  darkling  ray  ; 

And,  from  my  day-dreams,  bids  depart 
All  that  hope  once  had  pictur’d  gay. 

The  night  steals  on— the  darkness  grows, 

Which  must  obscure  the  scene  so  fair  : 

Come,  then,  and  shroud  o’er  all  my  woes 
The  long  drear  night  oi-  dark  despair  I 

Re-enter  Di  Guarda,  r.  s.  e. 

Gua.  (c.)  Fair  lady,  permit  thy  slave  to  break  in  on 
thy  sorrows,  and  urge  their  flight  by  every  fond  attention. 
Whatcanst  thou  wish  for?  Speak  but  the  word,  and 
all  thy  desires  shall  be  gratified;  all— all  shall  bow 
obediet.ee  to  thee:  the  richest  produce  of  far  distant 
climes  shall,  on  the  spicy  gales  of  India,  w^afted  be,  to 
cheer  tby  solitude,  and  deck  thy  lovely  form.  What 
wouldst  ihou,  Bellarosa  ? 
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Bel.  (k.c.)  My  husband,  sir— my  liberty. 

Gua.  Thy  husband,  Bellarosa,  'tis  not  in  my  power  to 
restore  thee.  By  his  own  free  will  he  left  thee  :  every 
research  which  thought  could  dictate  has  been  made; 
and  who  lias  striven  more  than  Di  Guard  a  to  discover 
him  ? 

Bel.  And,  if  report  speak  true,  my  lord - 

Gua.  [Bowiug.]  Well,  what  says  report? 

Bel.  [Pointedly.']  It  whispered  that  Di  Guarda’s  power 
alone  concealed  him. 

Gua.  Ha  !  who  is  the  wretch  that  dared - 

Bel.  Drove  your  intentions  to  be  what  you  now  re¬ 
present,  my  lord  ;  give  me  my  liberty,  that  I  may  seek 
him.  The  anxious  fondness  which  would  aid  a  wife’s 
research  will  far  outweigh — ay,  e’en  the  powerful  influ¬ 
ence  of  the  Prince  di  Guarda.  I  ask  no  retinue — no 
armed  knights  to  wage  my  battle  in  that  sacred  task; — 
no,  no,  my  lord  !  Open  my  prison  doors — give  me  my 
babe,  and  with  that  passport  will  I  travel  through  the 
world  !  For  who  would  dare  oppose  a  mother’s  pro¬ 
gress  iu  the  hallowed  act  of  seeking  out  the  fond — the' 
much-wronged  father  of  her  darling  child  ?  [Weeps.. 

Gua.  Romantic  sweet  enthusiast!  little  dost  thou 
know  what  thou  dost  seek  to  encounter  !  Thou  hast  as 
yet  but  trod  the  flowery  side  of  life’s  rough  path,  and  I 
’tis  in  mercy  that  1  refuse  thy  suit;  for,  were  1  to  throw 
wide  the  portals  of  my  castle,  and  bid  thee  leave  it,, 

’twould  little  argue  honour,  truth,  respect,  or  love - 

Bel.  Love,  saidst  thou? — Love! — By  Heavens!  thei 
truth  now  rushes  in  upon  me,  like  a  light  miraculous i 
from  heaven,  flashing  o’er  the  blackened  deep  through  i 
which  the  despairing  mariner  finds  the  vessel  drive. — 
Love  !  —  Blessed  shade  of  Adriani  !  if,  indeed,  thou  arti 
in  heaven,  look  down  upon  me  !  I  see  it  all — he’s  lost! 
for  ever  !  Thou  his  brother  !  Thou  art  the  fiend  thatl 
hath  betrayed  him  !  My  child  —my  child  !  thy  mothen 
cal  la! 


hater  Eurelio,  running,  and  ZoE,  L. 

Eur.  (l.  c.)  Mamma,  mamma!  I’m  here,  Mercy, 
mamma,  whatis’t?  Surely,  my  dear  kind  uncle  would 
not  frighten  you— he’s  always  so  good  to  me.  Who  is 
it,  then?  Let  me  know  ;  and,  if  I  am  not  big  enough 
to  strike  them,  I  can  tell  them,  if  they  hurt  you,  they’ll 
break  Lurelio’s  heart  ;  and  then,  you  know,  mamma. 
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hey  mast  be  cruel  indeed  to  do  that.  Besides,  how 
mole  would  punish  any  one  that  even  did  me  or  you 
wrong,  mamma  ! 

Bel .  Child — child  !  thou  know’st  him  not!  Come  to 
;ny  arms,  Eurelio.  [Attempts  to  cress.]  My  lord,  I  demand 
my  liberty — l  am  nqt  a  prisoner.  Let  me  pass,  l  say. 

[Cresses,  and  kisses  Eurelio. — Exeunt  Zoe  and  Eurelio ,  l.. 

Gua.  Since  you  have  torn  the  mask  off,  which  l  so 
long  have  worn,  let  the  consequences  fall  upon  yourself. 
Your  husband,  madam,  is  no  more  :  you  have  the  choice 
— a  choice  at  which  hundreds  of  proud  Italian  dames 
would  not  long  hesitate  :  the  solitary  abbey  of  the  forest 
tor  your  prison,  or  the  splendid  halls  of  Guarda  Castle 
to  revel  in  as  mistress.  I  give  ye  till  to-morrow  for  re- 
llection  !  Consider  well,  ere  you  consign  yourself  to 
misery  for  ever  ! 

Bel.  [Calmly,  and  with  dignity.]  And  this,  then,  is  the 
man  who  pledged  his  honour — his  sacred  word,  e’en  in 
the  face  of  heaven,  to  protect  the  orphan  and  the  widow  ] 
Is  this  the  noble  Prince  di  Guarda?  He,  whose  name 
is  echoed  from  the  vales  of  Florence  to  the  heights  of 
Cenis,  as  the  most  powerful  peer  of  Italy  ?  Vice  is  now 
stamped  upon  his  forehead,  and  he  stands  erect  in  the 
Satanic  pride  of  infamy  and  deceit!  Wait  not  till  to¬ 
morrow  for  my  answer  !  ’Tis  fixed — irrevocably  fixed  ! 
Words  have  not  power  to  express  the  scorn — the  utter 
detestation,  in  which  I  hold  thee  ! 

BRAVURA. — B  E  LL  A  ROSA.  (  Original: ) 

Beware — beware  !  lest  virtue’s  frown 
Should  bring  remorse  or  grief  : 

My  wrongs  will  call  an  angel  down, 

To  give  my  heart  relief. 

No  guilt  like  his,  who  virtue’s  form 
Assumes  but  to  betray; 

Arid  He,  who  guides  the  whirlwind’s  storm. 

Will  render  dark  his  day!  [Exit,  r. 

Gua.  [Looking  after  her.]  I’ll  tame  that  haughty  spirit, 
jt  I’m  much  mistaken. 

Enter  FlLIPPO,  I.. 

Fil.  My  lord,  wil’t  please  you,  see  a  traveller,  who  de¬ 
sires  admission - 

(Out.  Who  is  lie  ; 

Fil.  An  Knglishman,  my  lord  :  he  requests  to  see  the 
lobie  Prince  di  Guarda. 
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Gua.  Admit  him.  [Exit  Filippo ,  l.]  IV  hat  can  be  his 
errand  ?  Surely,  he  cannot  know— impossible  !  Smooth 
thy  brow,  di  Guarda,  and  appear  happy,  if  thou  canst. 

Sir  E.  [Without,  l.]  Upon  my  soul!  you  need  not  trou¬ 
ble  yourself.  You  are  a  considerably  d — d  deal  too  po¬ 
lite  :  there— that’ll  do— I  see  the  door. 

Enter  Silt  Edward  Sparai.l,  l. 

Sir  E.  Most  noble  Prince  di — di — what  the  devil’s 
your  name?  I  really  beg  pardon:  among  the  multitu¬ 
dinous  names,  places,  and  occupations,  which  lodge  in 
the  cells  of  my  cerebrum,  I  had  forgotten  it 

Guu.  You  have  the  honour,  sir,  of  standing  in  the  pre¬ 
sence  of  the  Principe  di  Guarda. 

Sir  E.  [Aside.}  The  honour  !  Now,  if  this  fellow  had 
been  a  prince  of  our  blood  royal,  he  would  have  said, 
“  I  have  the  honour  to  inform  you,  sir” — so.  [Aloud. J  Ah, 
di  Guarda — true — now  1  remember.  You  must  know, 
then,  most  magnificent  prince,  that,  being  upon  my  tra¬ 
vels  for  the  benefit  of  mankind  in  general — to  teach  the 
noble  art  of  self-defence,  gratis,  to  the  uninitiated — to 
examine  the  relative  situations  and  value  of  the  divers 
bumps  which  adorn  the  skulls  of  human  nature — and  to 
see  all  that  is  to  be  seen  in  the  way  of  curiosities— I  have 
heard  that  in  a  certain  abbey,  in  a  certain  place  upon 
your  estates,  there  is  a  relic,  in  the  shape  of  a  skull, 
which  once  had  the  felicity  to  adorn  the  shoulders  of 
Saint  Somebody  or  another — and  1  most  respectfully, 
humbly,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  beg  to  request  permis¬ 
sion  to  be  admitted  into  said  abbey,  that  I  may  manipu¬ 
late  the  upper  part  of  the  mortal  remains  of  this  Saint 
Thingemmytight. 

Gua.  (r.c. )  At  any  other  time,  sir,  it  would  afford 
me  great  pleasure  to  have  complied  with  your  request — 
at  present,  you  must  bear  with  my  refusal :  circumstances, 
which  need  not  be  explained,  prevent  it. 

Sir  E.  [Aside.}  A  simple  request  like  this  refused — 
there's  a  mystery  —  I’ll  fathom  it :  into  the  abbey  I  go — . 
ay,  and  this  very  night.  [Aloud.}  Well,  my  lord,  1  am 
used  to  disappointments — nothing  new,  1  assure  you.  I 
once  travelled  from  London  to  Rome,  purposely  to  see 
the  midnight  mass  performed — arrived  just  six  hours  too 
1  ate.  ^  Started  off  to  St.  Petersburg,  to  view  the  body  of 
the  Emperor  Paul — as  1  entered  the  gates,  met  the  pro- 
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cession  returning  from  burying  him.  Bolted  to  Lisbon, 
to  see  an  Auto  da  he,  never  having  had  the  pleasure  of 
seeing  a  man  burned  alive — a  pardon  had  been  granted, 
and  l  was  deprived  of  the  exhibition — terribly  disap¬ 
pointed  !  Drove  down  to  Birmingham,  to  see  a  line 
tu  eniy-tour-foot  roped  ring,  fair  stand-up  fight,  between 
two  big  ones — thirteen  stoners  ;  broke  down — hired  post- 
horses — came  on  the  ground — saw  the  castor  thrown  up 
—  it  was  all  over.  But  1  beg  pardon — I’m  talking  He¬ 
brew  to  you  ;  for  l  presume  you  know  nothing  of  fibbing, 
jibbing,  weaving,  cutting,  smashing,  chanceryizing,  or 
cVoss-buttocking — eh  ?  tint  i 

Qua.  ’Tis  true,  I  comprehend  you  not;  but,  as  the 
purport  of  your  visit  is  at  an  end,  perhaps —  [Crosses  to  i.. 

Sir  E.  O  yes,  I  understand,  the  visit  should  be  so  too. 
Lord  bless  you  !  don't  apologize — I'm  not  particular  ;  I 
did  hope  we  should  have  cracked  a  bottle  of  wine  toge¬ 
ther,  but —  [De  Guartla  leaves  Sir  Edward  unnoticed,  and 
heckons  on  Filippo,  i..,  who  takes  his  situation.  h3.it  l)e 
Guar  da,  r.  s.  e.J  it  don’t  much  signify.  Bless  your  heart ! 
I'm  the  most  extraordinary  fellow  in  the  world— -my 
name’s  Sir  Edward  Sparall,  Knight — ah  !  you  don  t  know 
how  l  was  knighted— curious  occurrence,  that— only- 
listen  :  an  address  went  down  to  the  king  at  Windsor, 
upon  some  public  occasion — I  was  one  ot  the  deputation 
—just  as  I  was  about  to  kneel  to  be  knighted,  some  one 
tapped  me  on  the  shoulder  ;  I  looked  the  king  full  in  the 
(nc  <■,  and  at  the  same  time  exclaimed,  “  Don’t  be  such  a 
(i — (|  fool!”  a  shout  of  laughter  echoed  my  blunder — I 
cast  my  eye  over  my  shoulder,  and  there  I  saw  an  ugly- 
looking  rascal  beckoning  me  out  of  the  room.  [  l urns  and 
sees  Filippo,  who  is  inukirig  signs  Jor  him  to  go.J  V\  ho  the  dev  il 
are  you  ? 

Fil.  Signior  Inglese,  andate  ! 

Sir  E.  Date  !  yes,  it’s  d— d  dirty  behaviour,  if  you  mean 
that.  (),  I’m  going;  but,  I  say,  my  friend,  tell  your 
master,  next  time  an  English  gentleman  does  him  the  ho¬ 
nour  to  visit  him,  to  lay  by  that  Italian  starch,  and  dis¬ 
solve  his  Roman  cement  with  a  little  of  Chesterfieldian 
ointment. 

Fil.  Che  tu  poss’esser  uciso  ! 

Sir  E.  The  cheese,  O  !  1  should  have  liked  s  -me  din¬ 
ner  first.  Well,  if  i  must,  I  must;  after  you,  su  uu.r. 
[ Filippo  hows  and  points  out.]  And — with  all  my  m  ; 
[Aside.]  but  il  1  don’t  rummage  your  master’s  ah  e  >  inis 
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blessed  night,  say  inv  name’s  not  Ned,  and  that  I  don’t 
know  a  cow  from  a  carrot.  [Exit,  k.,  following;  Filippo. 

SCENE  II. —  Outside  of  the  Inn. 

Enter  Delzi,  j>.  f. 

Del.  Well,  I  am,  without  exception,  the  most  hard- 
worked,  knocked-about,  ill  used,  pummelled,  jumped- 
upon,  heart-broken,  handsome  little  man  in  ail  Italy  ! 
One  hundred  ducats  !  Where,  in  the  name  of  St.  Anthony, 
St.  Francis,  St.  George,  and  all  the  saints  in  the  calendar, 
am  1  to  raise  such  a  sum  ?  Let  me  see  :  all  1  have  in  my 
possession  are  three  ducats,  and  those  I  ha\e  been  thiee 
years  saving.  Three  ducats  in  three  years!  Lord! 
what  a  ladder  to  independence  !  Let  me  see  :  three  du¬ 
cats  in  three  years — how  many  years  afore  I  get  a  hun¬ 
dred  !  If  three  gives  three,  what  will  an  hundred  give  ? 
sum  up — three — live  ;  live  times  two  are  nine.  What  a 
fool  l  am  !  W  hy,  a  hundred,  to  be  sure.  Law  !  then  I 
shouldn’t  be  married  till  1  am  a  hundred  years  old.  Oh, 
it  will  be  hardly  worth  while  ;  and  then  only  to  think — 
Lilia  would  be  ninety-four— my  jemini !  a  sweetheart  at 
ninety-four  !  there’s  quite  an  auti-lovecreativeness  in  the 
very  thought  of  it.  Height)  ! 


SONG. — D  fc.LZ  i .  ('Anonymous.) 

One  day,  as  I  was  strutting  with  a  little  knowing  swagger, 

A  puppy  cried  out,  Delzi,  you’re  a  coward,  though  no  bragger  ; 
Now  tins  was  an  indignity  no  gentleman  would  take,  sir. 

So  1  told  him,  pat  and  plump,  you  lie  under  a  mistake,  sir; 

Pools  may  he  fool  hardy  still,  but  men  like  me  are  wise,  sir— 

And  if  we  get  a  lighting  name,  it  is  for  fighting  shy,  sir. 

Said  1,  sir,  if  you  take  the  wall,  you  take  it  to  your  ruin  ; 

Then  forth  he  popped  his  knuckles,  and  gave  my  nose  a  screwing. 
Zounds  and  fury  !  bellowed  1,  there’s  no  bearing  this  at  all,  sir; 
So  I  lifted  up  my  foot,  and  gave  the  rogue  the  wall,  sir. 

Fools  may  be,  &c. 

I  told  him,  for  his  insolence  I  must  have  satisfaction, 

\\  hen  he  gave  me  such  a  kick,  it  drove  me  to  distraction  ; 

My  patience  now  was  overcome — so  nobody  will  wonder 
That  I  doubled  up  my  fist,  and  quickly  I  knocked  under. 

Fools  may  be,  &c. 

A  sword  I  wore,  for  I  was  once  a  gallant  volunteer,  too, 

And  once  in  dudgeon  drew  it  forth,  as  I  will  make  appear,  too; 

A  t  ival  m  a  narrow  pass  once  blocked  up  all  the  way,  sir 
C ) ■  i  came  my  sword,  and  then  I  ran  fast  as  1  could  away,  sir. 

Fmds  may  be,  „Ntc. 
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Enter  Lilla,  from  hoxise,  D.  F. 

Lil.  (c.)  Delzi,  Delzi ! 

Del.  (r,  c.)  My  duck  ! 

Lil.  Don’t  be  a  fool  ;  but  listen  to  me. 

Del.  My  ears  are  as  open  as  the  church  door,  ready  to 
imbibe  the  sweet  accents  which  are  about  to  emanate 
from  that  dear  mouth,  where — where — la  !  I  wanted  to 
say  something  very  pretty,  but  I’ve  botched  it.  There’s 
a  sort  of  anti-neatsayingishness  about  my  attempt. 

Lil.  Will  you  hear  me  ? 

Del.  My  lov  e,  I’m  comatose. 

Lil.  What's  that? 

Del.  Struck  all  of  a  heap. 

Lil.  You're  a  fool. 

Del.  I  know  it.  But  you  love  me  dearly,  you  know 
you  do. 

Lil.  Ay;  you’re  an  insinuating,  good-for-nothing - 

Del.  No— don’t  say  so. 

Car.  [ In  the  house ,  calling.]  Delzi  ! — Lilia  ! 

Lil.  Hark  !  there’s  mother’s  voice.  I  must  away. — 
Don’t  forget  the  oracle — Good  bye  !  [Exit,  r. 

Del.  Good  bye,  duck.  Lord  !  what  a  delicious  crea¬ 
ture  it  is.  There’s  as  much  difference  between  her  and 
her  mother,  as  there  is  between  a  crow'  and  a  cockchalfer. 

Enter  Ca R lin A,  from  the  house ,  D.  F. 

Car.  [Calling.]  Delzi  ! 

Del.  I  am  here,  mother-in-law.  I  believe  I  am - 

Car.  Well,  for  ouce  in  a  way,  I’m  glad  you’re  not  gone. 
My  husband  wished  to  go  to  Trombo  ;  and,  as  he  would 
have  to  cross  the  forest,  and  the  evening  is  about  to  set 
in,  I  prevailed  upon  him  to  let  you  go  for  him  :  for  if 
you  should  be  knocked  on  the  head,  why,  you  know, 
it’s  of  no  consequence  ;  but  if  my  precious  Cosmo  should 
meet  with  any  accident - 

Del.  Ah  !  mother-in-law  that  ought  to  be,  I’m  a  poor 
wretched  undone  little  man,  and  it’s  no  consequence 
what  becomes  of  me.  I’ll  go — I’ll  be  a  victim— an  he¬ 
roic  sacrifice  ;  I’ll  rush  into  the  jaws  of  death — and 
you’ll  be  the  vampire  that  drives  me  into  ’em.  I’ll  de¬ 
vote  myself — I’ll  lay  my  head  upon  the  block,  and  you 
shall  chop  if,  off. 

Car.  Don’t  talk  like  a  fool  Now  listen  to  me,  and  I’ll 
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tell  you  what  you  have  to  do :  first  you’ll  take  a  I  iule  box 
which  Cosmo  will  give  you,  to  its  direction,  No.  lo.  i>«tntd 
Trinitissina  Court, "at  the  bach  of  the  Arehdel^™ 
Street,  back  room,  second  floor  ;  then  go  to  the  post 
flee  and  ask  if  there  are  any  letters  for  the  English  gen¬ 
tleman  ;  call  at  t  .e  Dragon,  and  tell  Pedro  Aguini  1 
want  to  see  him  as  soon  as  convenient ;  wait  upon i  the 
Signior  Novell!,  and  inform  him  of  1ns  daughter  Maria  s 
death  ;  look  in  at  the  market,  and  inquire  the  price  of 
ortolans,  quails,  fish,  macaroni,  raisins,  and  prunes  , 
step  over  to  the  wine-merchant’s— bid  him  send  tw  o  skin 
of  rhenish  and  one  of  hock  ;  bring  me  a  list  of  all  the 
arrivals  and  departures  to  and  from  the  \  ulture,  m  the 
Piazza  del  Popoli ;  give  my  love  to  Juliana— tell  her 
the  parrot  has  improved  wonderfully  ;  make  haste  bac.x  , 
and,  if  you  forget  one  of  your  commissions,  1  11  have  you 

flea’d  alive.  [  ui’  l>*  F* 

Del.  But  I  say,  mother-in-law  !  O,  it  s  all  gammon 
I  can't  remember  one  half  of  what  she  s  told  me  .  go  o 
fetch  a  parcel  in  the  street  with  a  long  name  ;  take  the 
second  floor  to  the  post-office  ;  give  the  Dragon  to  the 
English  gentleman  ;  tell  Signior  Novellithat  his  daugh¬ 
ter’s  married,  and  gone  to  market  to  buy  two  skins  ot 
hock;  give  the  vulture’s  love  to  Juliana  ;  kill  the  par¬ 
rot  ;  and  flea  mother-in-law  alive.  I’ll  just  put  down 
this  list,  by  way  of  rub  up-memoryativeness. 


Enter  Cosmo ,Jrom  house,  with  a  small  box. 

Cos.  Delzi,  I  have  a  little  commission  to  entrust  you 
with,  which  1  shall  feel  obliged  if  you  will  punctually 
perform  :  it  is  of  consequence  this  parcel  should  be  de¬ 
livered  to-night,  and,  as  it  is  but  three  short  leagues  to 
Trombo,  you  will  reach  it  ere  night-fall ;  and  you  need 
not  return  till  the  morning. 

Del.  Why,  father-in-law  that  is  to  be,  if  I  were  to  get 
through  all  the  errands  which  your  wife  has  given  me 
to  do,  1  don’t  think  you’d  see  me  again  for  a  week. 

Con,  Attend  only  to  mine;  it  is  of  consequence,  l  tell 
you.  Here  is  money  to  pay  your  expenses  ;  this  oaken 
cudgel  will  defend  you;  and,  when  you  get  to  lrombo 


Enter  Aaron,  d.  f. 

Aar.  Trombo  !  de  vera  place  I  am  going  to,  ma  tear  ; 
I'll  bear  you  company,  my  sowd.  Vcn  dere’s  two  toge¬ 
ther  the  vay  don't  appear  half  so  long. 
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^at’s  rigto,  Aaron  ;  for,  as  it  is  but  nine  miles, 

the  fir°esty?be  ^  ^  **  half  a'1)iece‘  But  ,nust  we  cross 

SJ  sure  as  pork  isn’t  fish,  we  must.  But  you’re 
afeard,  sure  ?  Hav’nt  you  got  me  mid  you  ?  A  clear 
conscience  and  your  stick. 

arm  melanch oMy-l  Yes,  I’ve  got  my 
stick.  Good  bye,  father-in - 

Cos.  Caution.  [Exit  n  f 

Del.  [Aside.]  Law  as  is  to  be.  Come,  Aaron.  ’ 

drop  D°n  1  tremble  S0'  So  sure  I  gotelphen,  I  let  you 

Del.  No,  don’t.  I  fear  no  danger  when  my  friend  is  nigh. 
Let  tear  avaunt;  and  so,  my  friend,  good' bye. 

[ Exeunt ,  r. 

SCENE  III — The  Valley  of  Tresino— Sunset— the  Alps 
covered  with  snow,  in  the  distance— a  kind  of  Bank, 
upon  the  top  of  which  is  a  rude  cross ,  l  s.  e. 

Enter  Filippo,  cautiously,  wrapt  in  a  cloak,  carrying  a  bun - 

die,  L.  S.  E. 

Fil  This,  then,  is  the  night  which  is  to  decide  the  fate 

°i  11  kly.il0nf*d!,Sested  plan  :  Colonna>  m>'  creature — he 
shall  be  the  Lord  ol  Guarda.  The  Forest  Oracle  shall 

this  night  play  its  part  so  well,  that  e’en  the  mighty 
prince  shall  tremble  at  its  dictates.  The  Forest  Oracle  .1 
ha,  ha  twas  well  engendered,  better  contrived,  and 
executed  with  a  master’s  hand.  Now  to  the  ruin— then 
ior  my  disguise— and  shake,  by  means  at  which  a  child 
would  scoff,  the  power  and  tyranny  of  the  mighty 

Gl,arda*  [Sounds  his  horn. 

Enter  Colon  no,  r.  u.  e. — he  appears  a  complete  ruffian. 

Fil.  (0.)  Colonno. 

Col.  (r  c.)  I  am  here. 

Fil.  ’Tis  well.  Art  well  prepared  ?  art  ready  to  re¬ 
solve  every  interrogatory  ? 

Col.  Ay  :  so  well  prepared,  that  all  the  cross-exami¬ 
nation  of  the  Chief  Inquisitor  could  never  shake  mv 
nerves  in  the  description  of  a  well-studied  lie. 

Fil  Kemember  ;  you  are - 

Col.  The  banished  Count  Adriani,  returned  from  sla¬ 
very,  whither  I  was  hurried  by  his  brother;  but  the 
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no  more  like  the  h>st 


likeness,  friend  Filippo — 1  am 
count,  than - 

Fil.  A  rogue  is  like  an  angel.  True — no  matter ;  ic- 
port  alone  shall  make  known  your  return.  Ere  you  a.e 
seen  that  same  report  shall  name  your  death  occasioned 
by  your  sufferings  :  your  will  shall  leave  me  guardian 
of  Bellarosa,  and  heir  to  your  estates  ;  three  thousand 
ducats  your  reward — and  then  you  quit  the  Italian  tei  - 

ritories  for  ever.  . 

Col.  Anywhere  you  please:  a  man  with  three  thou¬ 
sand  ducats  in  his  pocket,  need  not  be  particular  as,  to 
his  place  of  residence.  But  see,  the  sun  declines  :  'us 
time  we  were  on  our  way. 

Fil.  Onward,  then.  Ha,  ha  !  [Laughing. 

Col.  How  now  1  what  occasions  this  merriment  ! 

Fil.  I  can  but  laugh  to  think  what  a  roguish  ragamuffin 
scarecrow  deceit  and  treachery  adjudge  lord  of  all  these 
Cotutcs  ^  li h.  ! 

Col.  No  matter— I  shall  not  be  the  first  rogue  that 
deceit  and  treachery  have  adjudged  to  an  estate  to  which 
he  had  no  right.  So,  andriani,  friend  Filippo. 

f  Exeunt,  r.  u.  e. 


Enter  Delzi,  with  a  basket ,  and  Aaron,  I.. 

Del.  Gently,  gently,  friend  Aaron  -,  you  trot  on  with 
those  long  legs  of  yours  with  such  a  greyhoundish  speed, 
that  my  trotters  can’t  at  all  keep  pace  with  you. 

Aar.  What  goes  it  me  on  if  you  walk  so  slow  ?  Don’t 
you  know,  ma  friend,  if  you  vant  to  get  trough  de 
vorld,  you  mustn’t  put  two  shoes  in  one  toot. 

Del.  Two  feet  in  me  shoe,  you  mean  ;  but  I  tell  vou, 
Mr.  Aaron,  I  must  rest  awhile.  It's  all  very  well  for 
you  to  go  driving  on  at  this  rate — you  are  nothing  but  skin 
and  bone,  like  a  roll  of  parchment  drawn  over  a  ladder, 
while  I  am  reeking  from  every  pore  like  the  dripping 
well  at  Saluccio  ;  besides,  between  you  and  I,  I’ve  lost 
leather  most  confoundedly.  So,  here  1  shall  rest  awhile, 
and  wash  my  throat  with  a  little  luoubraciousness,  for, 
i  assure  you,  l  feel  a  sort  of  anti-hydrophobiasticalita- 
tiveness - 

Aar.  Stop,  stop!  ma  friend — what  de  devil's  dat? 
Vy,  dat  void’s  as  long  as  from  here  to  Florence.  Vat 
did  you  say  '! 

Del.  A  sort  of  anti-hy - O,  I  can’t  treat  you  with  it 

again  ;  that’s  one  of  my  grand  efforts.  1  never  pronounce 
that  word  but  twice  a  year,  but  it  means,  I’m  very 
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thirsty,  that’s  all ;  but,  come,  sit  down,  we’ll  have  a 
little  refreshment,  and  then  off  we  go  again. 

[  Places  refreshments  on  the  ground ,  c.,  sits  doion  and  eats. 
Aar.  Sit  down — veil,  as  you  like — only  de  sun,  he’s  a 
sitting  down,  too,  and,  as  you  don’t  like  to  cross  de 
forest  at  dark - 

Del.  Only  you  stop  till  I  get  the  contents  of  one  of 
these  bottles  into  me,  and  then  you’ll  find  my  courage 
equal  to  yours,  even  if  a  sword  was  pointed  at  me,  as 
long - 

Aar.  As  long  as  dat  hard  word  of  yours — mercy  upon 
me,  it  makes  my  jaws  ache  to  tink  of  it. 

Del.  1  say,  triend  Aaron,  I  wonder  what  this  box  con¬ 
tains,  that  Cosmo  was  in  such  a  devil  of  a  hurry  to  have 
Jt  conveyed  to-night. 

Aar.  Vhat  is  it  to  you  vhat  it  contains  ;  all  you  have 
to  do  is  to  take  it  vere  you  are  bid,  and  not  trouble  your¬ 
self  about  de  contents. 

Del  No,  it’s  nothing  to  me — only  {Looking  at  the  box  all 
o.vei  -]  it’s  such  a  queer  box,  it's  as  light  as  a  feather. 

Aar.  Papers,  ma  friend— papers. 

Del.  Well,  but  if  they  were  only  papers,  couldn’t  he 
seal  them,  and  give  them  to  me — Lord,  I've  a  good  mind 
to  have  a  peep — there’s  only  a  bit  of  string  round  the  box. 

Aar.  Don’t  you  do  no  such  ting;  dat  same  folly  what’d 
make  you  open  de  box,  might  urge  you  to  make  use  of 
its  contents,  and  den,  perhaps,  you  vould  be  something 
like  de  box. 

Del.  Me  like  a  box  !  how’s  that? 

Aar.  Vid  a  string  round  your  neck. 

Del.  Don’t  mention  it. 

Aar.  Veil,  I  won’t;  but  do  put  de  box  down,  and 
make  haste  mit  your  meal. 

Del.  Meal !  it’s  only  a  snack. 

Aar.  A  snack  do  you  call  it?  Der’s  a  snack— he  eats 
more  as  a  pound  of  solid  meat,  drinks  a  pottle  of  vine,  and 
calls  it  a  snack  !  Ven  you  board  and  lodges  mit  me,  I 
make  agreement  you  has  regular  meals— but  no  snacks. 
[Uelzi  has  been  fumbling  at  the  box  till  the  string  comes  off. 
Del.  There,  I’ll  be  hanged  if  the  string  hasn’t  come  off 
Cv  accident. 

Aar.  Veil,  my  friend,  put  it  on  again  by  accident. 

Dil.  1  will — I  will  have  one  peep. 

Aar.  Don’t  do  no  sich  ting,  ma  tear.  Don’t  you  know 
how  Leoni,  de  pedlar,  vas  so  curious  as  to  peep  into  a 
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cell  where  a  priest  was  confessing  a  lady,  arul  Old  Nick 
flew  away  mit  him  for  his  presumption. 

Del.  1  don’t  care  for  that ;  this  is  nt  a  cell  there  s 
lady  in  the  case,  and  fly  away  who  will,  and  what  will, 

h<'(  Lklzi*  lifts  the  lid  of  the  box,  when  out  flies  a  bird,  which 

Aar.  Dere,  dere,  see  what  you’ve  done  *  dere  s  a  dam 

fool  vhat  you  made  of  yourself.  , 

Del.  Catch  him,  catch  him  !  W  here  s  the  salt . 

[Runs  to  the  salt,  gets  some,  and  goes  all  round  the  stage, 

calling  the  bird. 

Aar.  What  the  devil  are  you  about  ? 

Del.  Keep  away  !  keep  away  !  only  let  me  get  bout  ot 

his  tail — that’s  all. 

Aar.  Ha,  ha  !  dere’s  a  fool  !  dere  s  a  fool ! 

Del.  [Looking  off  in  despair.)  Was  there  ever  such  an 
undone  devil  as  I  am.  1  can  never  show  my  (ace  at 
home  again,  any  more.  [Blubbering  ]  Oh,  oh,  dear  .  oh, 
law  '  my  dear  Lilia,  I’ve  lost  her  ;  she  lias  flown  away 
on  the  bird’s  back.  Why  couldn’t  father-in-law  tell  me 
what  was  in  the  box.  Damn  the  box,  I  wish  it  was  at 
the  bottom  of  the  sea.  [Throws  it  down — a  paper  jails  out. 

Aar.  See!  See  what’s  tumbled  out  of  it.  Maybe  it 
vill  tell  you  how  to  get  the  bird  back  again.  Suppose 
you  read  it. 

Del.  Don’t  you  make  game  of  a  poor  unlucky  wretch 
as  I  am.  If  I  open  that  paper,  I  shouldn’t  wonder  it 
something  else  don’t  fly  away. 

Aar.  Fly  !— dere’s  nothing  dere  to  fly. 

Del.  I’m  such  an  unfortunate  devil  that  I  shouldn  t  be 
surprised  if  the  ink  don’t  quit  the  paper,  and  lea\e  it^a 
blank.  You  may  read  it  if  you  like.  As  forme,  I’ll 
lie  down  and  die. — Oh,  Lord  !  do  you  see  that,  Aaron  ? 
Aar  See  vat,  my  friend  ? 

Del.  That  cross  ; — the  sure  sign  that  a  murder  has 
been  committed  on  this  spot. 

Aar.  Veil,  vat’s  that  to  us  1  dere’s  no  murder  now. 
Del.  No  ;  but  it  looks  so  awful,  that  I  can’t  bear  to 
see  it. 

Aar.  Vy,  certainly,  ma  friend,  de’re  not  de  most  plea¬ 
sant  sights  to  look  upon.  Stop  a  bit,  ma  teer,  I’ll  put 
it  out  of  your  sight.  It’s  an  ugly-looking  varning,  at 
best,  and  can’t  do  no  good. 
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Del.  Ah,  pull  it  down, — I’ll  help  you. 

hey  enlarge  the  hole  by  means  of  the  cross. 
DlI.  Aaron,  look,  here’s  a  box — it  is,  indeed,  upon  my 
say  so  ;  and  so  heavy,— give  me  a  hand,  Aaron. 

[Music.— They  get  up  a  small  box,  having  broken  open 
which,  a  parchment  appears. 

Aar.  [ Reading  the  parchment .]  “  This,  then,  has  filled  the 
measure  of  my  crimes — 

Here  Julio  perished  by  my  hand. — 

'Ttcas  nut  his  riches  that  I  sought : 

Here  I  buried  them ,  and  left  his 
Corse,  a  prey  to  ravens, — the  terrible 
Lxample  of  a  just  revenge! 

A  Murderer  !— and — Suicide  ! 
Dere’s  a  bit  of  luck  ! 

Del.  Luck  !  why,  you’ll  never  touch  the  money  of  a 
murderer  and  parricide? 

Aar.  Won’t  I?  Come,  don’t  be  a  fool— we’ll  count 
it,  friend  Delzi,— and,  if  you  don’t  like  to  have  half 
oi  it  as  it  is,  I’ll  give  you  the  same  amount  in  ma 
own  hard-earned  cash.  [ Sits  down  and  takes  two  baos 
of  money,  which  he  begins  to  count  into  Delzi's  hand.]  'fen- 
twenty  thirty — fifty— one  hundred  ducats— dat’s  my 
share.  Ten— twenty— thirty— fifty— one  hundred  ducats 
dats  your  share — and  dat’s  all.  [J?i«W 

Del.  [Jumps  up  almost  frantic.]  What,  a  hunded  ducats  > 
all  mine  ? 

Aar.  All  your  own. 

Del.  [Capering  about.]  Tol  de  rol  de  rol. 

Aar.  Don’t  make  such  a  tarn  noise,  you  vill  raise  de 
spirit  of  de  murdered  man  ;  and,  if  he  comes,  he’ll 
say - 

Del.  Tol  de  rol,  &c. 

Aar.  Vill  you  hold  still,  and  tell  me,  if  you  can _ 

Del.  Tol  de  rol  de  riddle!  I’m  out  of  mv  mind— 
don’t  stop  me !  Let  me  only— tol  de  rol— all  my  troubles 
are  over;  I’ll  go  back  to  Tresino,  I’ll  marry  Lilia,  and 
then  we’ll — tol  de  liddle,  &c. 

Aar.  If  you  tol  de  lol  much  longer,  you’ll  tol  de  lol 
some  of  de  neighpouring  panditti  oat  of  dere  caves,  and 
den,  ma  friend,  you’ll  tol  de  lol  lol  out  of  de  oder  side 
of  your  mout. 

Del.  [Pocketing  the  money.]  Well,  1  wont  sing  any 
more.  Come  along,  Aaron— oh,  my  eye  !  Fol  de  liddle. 

D 
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Aar.  Fiddle  !  Hould  your  tongue  vhile  I  pop  de  box 

into  de  hole  again.  .  .  ,  ,  ■ 

[Music. — They  take  up  the  box  and  place  it  in  the  hole , 

L  s  E  Delzi  all  the  time  breaking  out  into  dancing  and 
singing’— at  , last  it  is  completed,  and  the  cross  stuck  up 


again.  ,  . 

Aar.  Now,  ma  friend,  as  your  vay  home  isn  t  exactly 
ma  Vay,  vy  you’d  better  accompany  me  to  de  Black 
Horse,  on  de  borders  of  de  forest ;  dere  ve’ll  pass  de 
night,  and  de  morning  vill  light  us  on  our  respective 


XdDel.  With  all  my  heart!  I  don’t  care  for  the  bird 
now — a  lig  for  Carlina — I  feel  all  over  a  sort  ol  notcare- 

ativeness  for  anything. 

Aar.  Follow  me,  den,  ma  friend. 

Bel.  I  come. 


For  wreat  adventures  surely  was  I  born, 

And*from  the  path  of  life  I’ve  plucked  the  thorn  ; 

No  more  a  shoeblack,  ostler,  dusty  millet. 

But  keep  an  inn,  and  married  be  to  Lilia. 

f Stare  dark — Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV. — The  Exterior  of  the  Ruin — Moonlight. 

Music. — Enter  Adriani,  cautiously ,  R. 

Adr.  (c.)  However  dangerous  the  task,  I  cannot  le- 
frain  from  visiting  a  spot  endeared  to  me  by  the  fond 
recollection  of  past  happiness.  ’Twas  here,  beneath  the 
effulgent  beams  of  this  very  moon  which  shines  upon  me 
now,  I  received  the  fond  embrace  of  reciprocal  love— 
beneath  yon  arch,  the  vows  of  unalterable  love  were 
whispered— and  beneath  the  shade  of  yon  majestic  ruin, 
have  we  oft  caressed  the  pledge  of  our  affection.  Recei\  e 
the  wanderer,  thou  yawning  portal !  and  let  him  pass 
one  hour  of  solitude  in  the  sweet  remembrance  of  those 
halcyon  days  which  may,  delusive  hope  still  whispers, 
again  return.  [Exit  into  the  Ruin ,  L.  p.  f. 

Enter  Aaron  and  Delzi,  l. 

Aar.  Didn’t  I  tell  you  you  vas  wrong  ;  you  are  all  so 
obstinate  as  a  live  bit  of  pork.  Now,  vat  I  tell  you, ,  you 
brought  me  out  of  my  road— l  goes  no  further— dere’s  de 
ruined  monastery,  and  dere’s  de  door  standing  vide  open, 
as  much  as  to  say — Come  in  ;  so  in  I  goes. 

Del.  Why,  you  never  mean  to  pass  the  night  in  that 
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horrible  place  ?  why,  you’ll  be  haunted  by  all  the  ghosts 
of  the  fat  friars  who  died  there  of  indigestion. 

Aar.  What  goes  me  on  de  friars— I’m  a  Jew,  and  dey 
von  t  meddle  mit  me — but  hark,  ma  friend,  dere’s  people 
coming  dis  vay  ;  hide,  hide  yourself  till  dey  go  by,  and 
den  ve  11  talk  apout  vat’s  to  be  done. 

[Music. —  Ihe y  conceal  themselves ,  Aaron ,  r.,  Delzi,  L. 

Enter  Filippo,  Colonno,  and  Four  Bravos,  r. — Filippo, 

dressed  in  white  flowing  robes,  and  a  long  white  beard, 

wig,  Sf c.,  Colonno  habited  as  Adriani. 

Fil.  (l.  c.)*  1  is  well !  Now,  to  your  posts — you  know 
your  duty. 

First  B.  We  do. 

til.  At  the  proper  signal,  you  will  rush  out,  seize  the 
Prince  di  Guarda,  and  hurry  him  on  board  ;  then  hasten 
through  the  village,  arouse  the  sleeping  peasantry, 
announce  the  arrival  of  their  beloved  Adriani,  and  I 
will  lead  Colonno,  in  triumph,  to  the  castle,  as  the  long- 
lost  count. 

[Music. — Exeunt  cautiously  into  the  ruins,  L.  D.  P. 

Aaron  and  Delzi,  with  caution,  come  forward,  c. 

Aar.  My  soul !  dere’s  a  ,d — d  rogue.  Stand  by  me, 
Delzi,  and  ve’ll  spoil  dere  sport. 

Del.  It’s  a  good  cause,  friend  Aaron,  and  if  I  don’t 
stick  true  to  you,  cut  me  up  and  make  sausage-meat 
of  me.  They  are  preparing  a  pretty  mess,  and  if  I  don’t 
give  them  pepper  for  the  seasoning,  may  I  be  d - d. 

Aar.  Rernemper,  dem  six  to  two  ;  be  prutent 

Del.  I  don’t  understand  ciphering,  Master  Aaron,  but 
it  s  a  bad  cause  for  them.  Some  will  surely  run  away  ; 

take  two  from  six,  there  remain  four;  two  we’ll  kill _ 

take  two  from  four,  there  remain  two  ;  that’ll  be  a  divi¬ 
sion  as  well  as  subtraction;  add  this  bludgeon  to  your 
sword,  multiply  one  of  their  blows  by  two  of  ours,  cast 
up  the  account,  and  victory  is  the  sum  total.  Come 
along,  Aaron.  [ Exeunt  into  the  ruins,  l.  d.  f. 

Enter  Di  Gijarda,  in  a  cloak ,  l. 

Gua.  I  know  not  how  it  is,  but,  although  each  revolv¬ 
ing  moon  has  lighted  me  on  my  path  to  commune  with 
spirits,  and  custom  has  familiarized  me  to  the  awful 
voices  of  the  departed,  there  is,  I  know  not  why.  a 
certain  gloomy  presage  which  seems  to  weigh  me  down, 
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and  urge  me  to  return.  No  matter  !  the  task  mu3t  be 
accomplished,  even  though  the  yawning  graves  around 
should  ope  their  pestilential  jaws,  and  render  up  their 
mouldering  occupants,  to  fright  me  from  my  purpose. 
Then  onward,  Guarda,  here  thy  fate  to  try,— 

The  flinching  coward  but  deserves  to  die. 

[Exit  into  ntins ,  L.  D.  F. 

SCENE  V .—Interior  of  the  Ruins— a  transparent  Gothic 
window  in  the  flat — a  tomb  in  the  centre. — Music. — 
Stage  dark. 

Enter  Di  Guarda,  l.  s.  e.,  w nth  a  smalt  lamp  and  a  hind  of 
torch ,  which  he  places  C. — takes  from  his  bosom  a  parchment — 
then  goes  to  R.  s.  E.  and  winds  up  a  vase  from  the  earth ,  and , 
having  lighted  the  torch  from  lamp,  ignites  the  vase — forces 
a  dagger  into  his  arm,  and  sprinkles  the  blood,  which  flows 
copiously,  upon  the  parchment — he  then  burns  it,  and  places 
the  vase  on  the  ground,  which  descends  into  the  earth  amidst 
blue  flames. 

Gua.  [ Bowing  to  the  tomb.]  Oh  thou,  who,  whether  mor¬ 
tal  or  departed  spirit,  hast  deigned  to  resolve  my  doubts, 
and  who  hast  promised  that,  upon  the  eve  of  San  Mar¬ 
tino,  which  has  now  arrived,  thou  wouldst  name  the  day 
when  Bellarosa  would  be  mine,  and  when  the  banished 
count  should  be  no  more,  I  do  invoke  thee,  once,  twice, 
thrice,  propound  my  question,  and  1  no  more  will  cross 
the  precincts  of  thy  lone  retreat.  [Solemn  Music. — 
Filippo,  in  his  disguise,  appears  behind  the  tomb,  c.j  Speak  ! 
Does  the  Count  Adriani  live  ? 

Fil.  Listen  !  Ere  the  rising  of  the  sun, 

Thy  mortal  race  will  near  be  run. 

Gua.  \_Starting.]  Ha!  what  sai’dst  thou  ?  Death  so 
near!  For  whom,  then,  will  the  sound  of  gladness  echo 
through  my  palace?  Juggling  fiend!  resolve  my  doubts, 
and  let  me  hear  the  worst  that  fate  can  do. 

Fil.  It  is  decreed,  then — hear  me,  proud  Guarda — thy 
power  is  ended  !  Retribution  has,  at  length,  o’erta’en 
thee.  Behold  the  long-lost  Adriani  returned  to  claim 
his  bride,  and  to  despoil  his  brother  of  his  unjust  claims. 
Chord. — He  lights  a  portfire,  and,  by  the  blue  flame, 
Colon  no  appears  at  the  door. 

Gua.  Juggler  !  fiend  !  liar  ! 

[ Draws  his  sword,  and  rushes  towards  Colon  no — Filippo 
throws  off  hi s  disguise — the  Bravos  rush  on  and  seize 
Di  Guarda. — Music. 
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th°:VZTe?o,  ul  C°me  0n’  my  b0ys !  Here  we  are> 


Filter  Df.LZI  and  Aaron,  L .—Delzi  attacks  Colonno  and 
ihppo,  and  having  got  Filippo’s  sword,  fights  with  Colonno— 
aron  rushes  on  the  Bravos — they  soon  knock  him  down — he 
is  on  the  ground— Filippo  has  come  behind  and  seized  Guar  da, 
wiom  he  holds Jast,  having  wounded  him. — Music. 


Enter  Sir  Edward  Sparall,  l. 

r  *ir  E'  A  ■»>»,  by  the  lord  Harry  !  I'm  with  you. 
Hakes  ojf  his  coat  and  bgeins  fighting  away  indiscriminately, 
but  principally  at  Filippo  and  two  Bravos,  whose  swords  he 
eludes  andfioors  them  as  he  passes— a  pause— Picture.!  And 
pray,  what  the  devil  are  we  all  fighting  for? 

FU  To  restore  to  his  rights  the  husband  of  the 
Countess  Bellaroso.  Behold  him  here.  [Points  to  Colonno. 


Enter  Adrianj,  l.  u.  e. 

Adr.  [ Rushing  forward.]  False  liar  !  behold  him  here  ! 
.  [A  general  expression  of  astonishment. 

Ara.  [Without,  l.]  Onward,  my  lads  !  treason’s  abroad. 

Entei  Aranza  and  the  Band ,  R.  and  L. — they  rush  forward, 
and  seize  Filippo,  Colonno,  and  Bravos — l)i  Guarda  slips 
behind  and  descends  into  the  earth — Filippo  rushes  towards 
Adriani,  sword  in  hand,  and  is  just  going  to  stab  him,  when 
Delzi  knocks  him  down. 

Del.  [Standing  over  him .]  There  !  if  you  attempt  to  get 
up  again  till  I  give  you  leave,  I’ll  spifflicate  vou  ! 

Adr,  My  preserver  !— my  life  I  owe  to  thee,  nor  shalt 
thou  go  unrewarded  !  And  now,  my  friends,  for  battle. 
Guarda  has  escaped,  and  will  prepare  for  us.  Let  the 
same  zeal  and  courage  which  have  hitherto  inspired  you, 
warm  your  bosoms,  till  the  completion  of  the  cause  for 
which  you  left  your  homes,  be  the  bright  reward  of 
friendship’s  offering  ! 

CHORUS. 


We'll  climb  o’er  the  mountain,  we’ll  dash  through  the  brake, 
While  the  feelings  of  honour  our  energies  wake. 

Huzza!  huzza  I  huzza! 


END  OF  ACT  If. 
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ACT  III. 

SCENE  I. — The  Castle  of  Guarda  by  Moonlight. 

Adriani.  Aranza,  Zoe,  and  Jeronimo,  discovered. 

GLEE. 

The  night  breeze  gently  blows,  and  soon 
[n  sighs  will  die  away  ; 

While  through  the  sky  the  silver  moon 
Pursues  her  trackless  way. 

On  echo  borne,  from  yonder  bark. 

The  seaman’s  cry,  “  All’s  well  !” 

Strikes  on  the  list’ning  ear  ;  and,  hark  ! 

The  booming  convent  bell. 

Ding,  dong,  dell,  &c. 

Adr.  Aranza,  no  longer  need’st  thou  attend  me; 
away,  then,  to  our  friends — those  friends  who,  for  my 
sal<e,  have  left  their  homes — have  taken  the  disguises  of 
banditti,  to  assist  me  in  the  recovery  of  my  beloved. — 
Haste  to  them  ;  bid  them  await  my  coming  upon  the 
brow  of  the  Grandara  Mountain.  I  will  watch  the  re¬ 
turn  of  Guarda,  who  has  escaped  our  vigilance,  and 
join  them  instantly.  The  word,  “  Eurelio  and  Adriani’ s 
wrongs  !”  [Exit  Aranza ,  L. 

Zoe.  [To  Adriani.]  My  lord,  if  you  will  wait  a  few  mo¬ 
ments,  1  will  bring  you  to  my  lady  ;  she  will  not  be  per¬ 
mitted  to  leave  the  castle,  but,  in  this  disguise  [Point¬ 
ing  to  Jeronimo's  bundle.]  you  may  pass  the  sentinels  as  a 
traveller  seeking  rest.  [Turning  to  Jeronimo .]  Do  you, 
Jeronimo,  climb  on  yonder  knoll;  by  the  moonlight's 
beams  you  may  perceive  each  entrance  to  the  castle. — 
Should  any  one  approach,  give  instantly  the  alarm. 

[Exit  Jeronimo,  R. 

Adr.  Lead  on,  then,  Zoe.  This  disguise  [Taking  up 
the  bundle.]  will  screen  me  from  detection,  should  we  be 
surprised. 

Zoe.  My  lord,  please  you  follow  me — softly — softly. 
The  private  way  is  open— no  one  will  observe  us. — 
Come,  my  lord.  [Exeunt  into  the  Castle,  L. 

SCENE  II. — An  Apartment  in  the  Castle  of  Guarda. 

Enter  Bellarosa  and  Eurelio,  r. 

Eur.  Oh,  dear  mamma,  and  shall  I  then  see  my  fa¬ 
ther!  I  shall  not  know  him.  Is  he  like  the  prince? 

Bel.  In  person,  love,  he  may  be  so  ;  but  there  is  no 
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more  similitude  between  their  hearts  and  feelings  than 
tween  the  cinerous  plains  of  the  burnt  valleys  of  Ve- 
suvio  and  the  snow-clad  deserts  of  Siberian  wastes.— 
/  our  father,  child,  is  kind  and  generous,  as  the  prince 
is  cruel,  violent,  and  ruthful. 

Rur.  You  surprise  me,  mamma  :  he  has  always  shown 
nin  liie  ut‘llost  kindness,  and  taught  me  my  lessons, 
ajy°f  u  Inch,  except  one,  I  have  learned,  like  a  good 

Bel.  And  which  was  that,  Eurelio? 

,  ,EIUIV:  He  wisheti  t0  teach  me  to  call  him  papa  ;  but  I 
to.d  him  my  papa  was  the  Count  Adriani— that  I  could 
Have  but  one  at  a  time,  and  that,  as  he  was  my  uncle,  he 
could  never  be  my  father. 

Bel.  And  what  said  he,  child? 

Eur  Oh,  a  great  deal  ;  but,  indeed,  I  hardy  thought 
it  worth  remembering.  He  said  my  father  was  dead— 
*ii  I  recollect ;  and  I  made  answer,  that  if  he  were 
dead,  1  should  never  want  another  while  I  had  such 
a  dear,  dear  mother  as  you  are.  r Kissing  her 

;  Ee.1;  Bless  thee,  my  infant,  bless  thee  !  Thy  father  iJ 

sti  l  living  ;  he  will  soon  be  here,  to  save  us  from  the 
tell  intent  of  those  who  wish  us  harm. 

Enter  Zoe,  l. 

Zoe.  Madam,  the  Count  is  here  ! 

Music.- 

clouk, 

rosu,  who  suppresses  a  scream,  and  almost  faints  in  his  arms 
he  catches  up  the  child — picture. 

Adr.  (c.)  And  do  I  again  behold  thee,  my  sweetest 
love?— my  faithful  and  adored  Bellarosa !  Oh,  how 
nchiy  are  my  six  long  years  of  slavery  and  sorrow  re¬ 
paid  !  My  child  !  my  dear,  dear  Eurelio  ! 

Bur.  (c.)  Oh,  mamma !  I  am  sure  this  is  my  father  • 
ter  I  feel  a  delight  when  he  kisses  me,  which  I  never 
did  when  my  uncle  used  to  embrace  me. 

Adr  (L.  c.)  Dear  infant!  thy  father’s  blessing  rest 
upon  thy  head  !  & 

Bel.  (r  c.)  Oh,  my  dear  lord,  this  moment  effaces  the 
remembrance  ot  my  sorrows,  and  promises  me  years  of 
happiness  and  joy  ! 

Aur.  May  Heaven  grant  them  to  us,  my  beloved  !— 
But  disguise  is  vain  :  we  stand  upon  the  verge  of  a  ter- 


-Enter  Adriani,  l.,  disguised  as  a  palmer ,  in  a  hat 
and  wig,  which  he  throws  off,  and  rushes  to  Bella- 
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rific  chasm  ;  one  imprudent  step  may  hurl  us  into  ruin. 
Let  us  now  leave  the  castle  ;  ’neath  the  covert  of  the 
foliage  we  may  pass  unnoticed.  Once  near  Tresino’s 
bridge,  we  are  in  safety. 

Bel.  Why  there,  my  love? 

Adr.  Beneath  that  bridge  are  placed,  by  the  faithful 
friends  who  have  shared  my  danger,  several  casks  of 
powder,  which,  soon  as  we  have  passed,  will  tear  each 
timber  from  its  hold,  and  stay  pursuit.  There  is  no 
other  passage  o’er  the  torrent  within  many  leagues. 

Bel.  Away,  then,  dearest  Adriani !  Be  the  distance 
what  it  may,  I  feel  a  giant’s  strength  within  me  to  ac¬ 
complish  it.  A  mother  and  a  doating  wife  know  nei¬ 
ther  danger  nor  fatigue,  when  the  safety  of  the  objects  of 
her  love  is  the  price  of  her  exertions.  Away  ! 

[A  horn  is  heard. 

Zoe.  Oh,  Heavens !  it  is  the  prince  returned  !  The 
private  way  ! — quick — quick,  my  lord  ! 

[Music. — Adriani  hurries  on  his  disguise,  catches  up  the 
child,  takes  his  wife's  hand ,  and  is  going  off,  R.,  when 
Guakda  rushes  on,  sword  in  hand,  followed  by  Guards — 
Adriani  places  his  wife  and  child  by  his  side,  and  stands 
on  the  defensive — he  is  disarmed  by  the  Guards ,  while 
Guarda  is  in  the  attitude  of  striking — a  pause. 

Gua.  (c.)  How  now ! — What  bold  intruder  dares 
profane  the  precincts  of  my  palace  ? 

Adr.  (l.  c.)  One  who,  journeying  to  pur  Lady  of  Lo- 
retto’s  shrine,  devotes  his  poor  abilities  to  sketching  na¬ 
ture's  beauties,  and  who  also,  with  the  veil  of  allegory, 
covers  events  as  they  arise,  and  are  deemed  worthy  to 
be  recorded.  Listen. 

SONG. — Adriani.  From  “  The  Devil’s-  Bridge.” 

Here  mark  a  poor  desolate  maid. 

By  a  parent’s  ambition  betray’d  : 

Behold  on  her  fast  fading  cheek 
The  tears  that  her  agony  speak. 

And  here  kneels  the  wellbelov’d  youth. 

Calling  heaven  to  witness  his  truth ; 

And  here  stands  the  murd’rous  wretch, — 

But,  mark  me  !  ’tis  but  fancy’s  sketch. 

Behold,  on  his  face  are  express’d 
The  passions  that  rage  in  his  breast ; 

Here  read,  while  he  dares  to  demand 
From  her  parent  this  maiden’s  fair  hand, 

That,  deep  in  his  dungeon  secur’d, 

A  still  living  wife  is  immur'd. 

Who  curses  the  nmrd’rous  wretch, — 

Ts'aj,  start  not  ! — Mis  but  fancy’s  sketch. 
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Gua.  [Aside.]  By  Heaven,  it  is!  [Aloud  1  Traitor  i 

disguise  and  “"-fi  ^e.ar  fT0,n  the  sl*ve  his  false 

X/,rr/d  1  l sf  rihce  him  to  my  wrath  ! 

Ad,.  [Throwing  of  the  disguise.-]  Behold  ! 

spill'a  hrol’to  s  Moo'd?  “  "**  '  cannl,t 

-Jdr  Cp  >  i  •*  i  .  [-Lfrops  his  sword. 

deep  in  my  heart-, hat  he^v, hlch 

Gut;!iaf-£vrt?:rfake-f oXh’  f° 

oflf  thoeu'«iltUre°f  °Ur  k"ees[r^'”“'-/before"tilee; 
periorn,  a  tre StaVS 

Kt '"at “d'S  dealh>  W°UW  bC 

^/bee^1?orB'tl',iaer0^’r  A ftl‘^ Le^to'di^T^ 

US  die  nobly,  nor  purchase  life  at  foul  dishonour's  price! 

rS/rr  r  j  •  j  /■  [ Raises  her,  and  passes  her  over  to  r 

tij G  l“ltAsid\aAerapause.]  It  is  resolved  •  panful  as 

«•  «lrrLb;LnrSeheafme,'““,'i/ 

»  "lX?“"a.  W feh/o^  and  S*'  *«*' 
swat  utter^a? 

pulses  of  my  throbbing  hear/  win  i  8  the  vltal 

on  the  Pinnacle  of  hoLur  I  had  filtUm  “He™,6 

U  li“ea fTe  *  °f  in',0CeDCe  “d  virtue>  a“d  record 

“ ^ scream,  and  throwshersef 
at  Ins  jeet,  R —the  child  kneels  to  him,  L . — Adriani  cr¬ 
enels  his  hand,  and  embraces  him — Guarda  takes  it  ,-n  I 
overcome  by  emotion,  bursts  into  tears.  ’ 

not— let  n/^not'heaf  ZtZTo’elt ST’l  ‘"‘TT  Spefk 
1  rm>Cc  -he  b1  me  n°‘  ^  Away6 nlwajO  *' 

L  ttructimf1  W"‘  °njtm  0uards’  10  «*«»  he  gives  in- 

Mid  ITT  T  '  “  Adri“ni’  BeU“™-  &*,  end 

gemg,  they  turn  and  catch  his  eve— he  tJl 
«Z’sX  m°li0m,hm  tt  Olrda, 
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SCENE  III.— Racks. 

Enter  Aaron  and  Delzi,  l. 

Aar.  Now,  den,  vliat  you  stop  for  ? 

Del.  Why,  I’m  thinking,  if  I  should  fall  a  glorious 
martyr  in  this  cause,  iny  ducats  will  go  the  wrong  way. 

Aar.  Dat’s  veil  tout  of :  vat’s  to  be  done? 

Del.  I  have  it :  the  English  are  an  honest  as  well  as 
a  brave  nation ;  if  the  gentleman  will  convey  our  trea¬ 
sure  to  my  dear  Lilia,  he  will  have  the  thanks  of  one 
who  knows  what  gratitude  is. 

Aar.  I’ll  send  mine,  too.  No,  never  mind,  I  got  no 
one  to  send  it  to  ;  I’ll  take  care  of  it  myself. 

[Pockets  it — exit,  R. 

Del.  If  I  don’t  do  my  best  to  restore  our  good  count 
to  his  wife  and  child,  while  a  drop  of  blood  remains  in 
this  body  of  mine,  may  I  never  have  a  wife  myself,  or 
hear  the  village  bells  of  Tresino  ring  for  the  christening 
of  a  chubby-faced  little  Delzi !  [Exit,  r. 

SCENE  IV. — Exterior  of  Cosmo's  Cottage. 

Enter  Cakuna  and  COSMO ,  from  D.  ui  F. 

Car.  (c.)  A  pretty  life  I’ll  lead  you,  Mr.  Cosmo,  if  I 
find  you  again  at  that  filthy  hole,  the  Wig  and  Whistle  ! 
One  whole  hour  have  you  been  sitting  in  that  sink  of 
abomination,  smoking  and  swilling,  instead  of  minding 
your  own  house,  while  your  poor  wife  has  been  doing  all 
your  work.  I’ll  not  have  such  doings,  forsooth  !  And 
where  is  that  hussy  of  a  daughter  of  your’s,  I  should 
like  to  know? 

Cos.  (r.c.)  She’s  gone  down  to  farmer  Ciprianis’s 
daughter,  who  is  ill  with  the  fever. 

Car.  To  catch  it,  I  suppose.  O,  here  she  comes  !  I 
don’t  know  what  the  dickens  possesses  all  my  family, 
within  these  few  days  ;  but  there’s  no  keeping  any  of 
them  at  home.  Gad  this  way — run  the  other — up  this 
hill — down  that  dell — round  about !  And  then  that  con¬ 
founded  Wig  and  Whistle, — 1  wish  it  was  at  ihe  bottom 
of  the  sea. 

Enter  LlI.LA,  It. 

Lil.  O,  my  dear  mother,  such  news  !  our  neighbour, 
Brongi,  has  just  come  from  Trornbo,  and  he  says  Count 
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Adriani  has  returned,  with  a  host  of  friends  ;  and  they 
are  going  to  storm  Guarda  Castle  ;  and  my  Delzi  is  fore¬ 
most  among  the  bravest  of  the  brave. 

Cos.  Huzza!  well  done,  Delzi !  I  always  said  the  lad 

had  pluck.  D - me  !  who's  afraid  !  The  Count  Adriani 

will  be  restored— Delzi  will  save  his  life— he’ll  be  made 
his  secretary — I  shall  be  made  his  butler— you  shall  be 
his  waiting-woman,  that  is,  his  wife’s  woman— we’ll 
burn  the  VV  ig  and  Whistle— chuck  the  furniture  out  of 
the  garret  window,  and  kick  up  the  devil’s  delight.  I’ll 
give  a  jolly  treat,  kiss  the  girls,  hang  my  wife — that  is, 
round  my  neck,  my  love ;  and,  dam’rne,  if  I’ll  be  sober 
lor  a  month. 

Car.  And,  if  you  don’t  leave  off  your  prating,  I’ll  run 
away  ;  you  sha’nt  see  me  again  for  a  twelvemonth— and 
that  will  break  your  heart. 

Cos.  It  will  burst  with  joy,  my  duck. 


TRIO. — Cosmo,  l. — Carlina,c. — Lilla,  r. 

Hear  me,  dear  mother,  I  pray. 

(,ui .  Not  a  word,  miss — you’re  tongue’s  always  ringing. 

C 'Os.  Dear  wife,  will  you  hear?  well-a-day  ! 

You’re  for  ever,  like  tea-kettle  singing— 

All  vapour  and  froth! 

Car.  Saucy  sir !  by  my  troth, 

Cos.  I’ll  soon  let  you  know  who  is  master. 

Jjil.  Dear  father,  forbear. 

Car.  Why,  you’ll  make  me  say  swear. 

And  my  tongue  will  run  faster  and  faster. 

Car.  You  ought  not  to  quarrel,  for  love  ’twas  you  wed  : 

’Tis  true,  that  I  looked  not  for  riches. 

My  own  way  I’ll  have— of  my  household  be  head— 

Cos.  So  you  may  ; 

But  let  me  wear  the  breeches. 

Lil.  Oh  fie,  my  dear  father !  I  pray  you,  be  friends. 

Cos.  I’m  not  angry. 

Car.  Nor  I,  on  my  soul ! 

O,  you've  made  me  so  happy — I’ve  now  gain’d  my  ends  • 

Cos.  Then  in  peace  let  our  future  days  roll. 

Omnes.  Then  merrily,  merrily,  bid  the  bells  ring, 

And  let  happiness  reign,  as  we  merrily  sing, 

Fal  de  ral  lal  lal. 

[Exeunt  into  the  Cottage. 
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SCENE  V — The  Bridge  of  Tresiho—at  the  back,  Bold 

Rocks ,  R.  and  l. 

FLUPPO  ani  the  f°m  *•  s-  E.,  t nth 

Adritni  Adnam’  and  the  two  Guards  who  escorted 
S°’  the  prince  then  has  relented— but  I 

Xy  cte  Xnir™66  S“a"  fll1  ^ 

Th%are-  ,  Y0U’H  n0t  f°^et  the  ^ward. 

f  Music  W;  not,for^t*  Be  vigilant — be  firm. 

^  himself,  R  P  ^  M<?"  m  ambuscade>  and  conceals 

Enter  Adriani,  Bellarosa,  Zoe,  and  Child,  l. 

ABei  Thedol  7  l0V?ihe  brid-e’  we  are  safe, 
dread  aSm10"  °f  th°“  ““  W'S  breast  »«'> 

aredoseTaU,UanhdaSl  !’“ush‘  t0  fear  ■  m>’ friends,  I  know, 
e  close  at  hand,  lnslen.  [.Sounds  his  horn,  which  is  answ  ered  1 

Ha  !  by  heavens,  it  ,s  not  the  signal ;  we  are  betrayed  ! 

Fit  t Discover, ing  himself. ]  Seize  theLT™  ” ' 

Del.  [On  the  bridge.]  Ay,  seize  them  ! 

He  ruskes  down,  followed  by  drama,  Aaron,  and  parly  with 
toi  ches  general  fight— F, ilippo  catches  the  Child  and  throws 
'*  in  the  torrent- D, lei  knocks  him  down,  and,  mown,  Z  he 
linage,  look,  anxiously  after  it-f,mps  Men  tire 

andj!r~f,hPP°  ‘W°  0thm’ ,,h"  aSC‘nd  the  bridge 

and jue  Aaron,  who  has  received  a  whisper  from  Adriani 

seizes  a  torch,  and  firing  the  train,  the  bridge  i blows  up  5 
a  tremendous  explosion-all  are  struck  , notion  less- DeMU 
seen  coming  through  the  ruins  with  the  Child— he  places  it  in 
i  s  parents  urms-Cokmna  rushes  f  orward  to  stab  i!  when 
D  ’  catching  his  poniard,  stabs  him— the  Filippo  va’rtii  ire 
conquered — Picture — Curtain  falls.  m  T  P  ‘ 


the  end. 
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